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EDITOR’8 PREFACE. 


To the annotator of a school or college edition of the 
poets the fear must often present itself that he may 
unconsciously be guilty of drawing away the attention 
of hia readers from the text to his notes. In siich a case 

f 

he must feel that, if it should ever be his fortune to 
penetrate to the Elysian fields, he will receive but a 
. chilling welcome from the “ bards of Passion and of 
Mirth ” there reposing “ in soft ease.” Not for him 
an invitation to join their company, “ Pledging with 
contented smack The Mermaid in the Zodiac ” ! Fore- 
casting, then, the reception of that day, he must ask 
himself from time to time what extenuating plea he is 
prepared to urge. 

This at least. That he did in his Preface solemnly 
warn the student that the text is the one thing of im- 
portance, and that the value of the notes is wholly 
subsidiary ; that he urged him to read the poems first, 
and the notes (if at all) afterwards, and the poems again 
many times — Nocturna versate mami, versate diurm ; 
and, finally, that he tried, even in writing notes, to bear 
in mind the principle that the poets are the best inter- 
preters of themselves and of each other. Writing always 
in this spirit, he ventures to hope that he may some^times 
help others to see beauties which they might possibly 
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Wve overlooked. He is consciou,. i„ his own case of the 
debt he owes to Mr. Aubrey de Vere and to three or Hcs 

a“nd Mfp Myers, 

and Mr. F. T. Palgrave himself, for illuminative comment 

i.s greate.st ambinon is to hand on the torch which these 
have passed to him. 

The Editor has to thank .Mr. H. H p, . 

acting in the absence from England of Mr^'lrtlk 
a grav e, for permission to annotate this volume It i« 
permission that he values very highly. And, whilst it 

TreLwl part to praise The Golden 

reastpy, he may permit him.self to quote the words 

wiich a critic of acknowledged distinction, Mr Quiller- 
coucli has used in the preface to his recent Oa/JT;, 
<^bn^h Verse : “ Few of my contemporaries can ei^ 

till I 'lte \ dve their minds took from 

me late .Mr. lalgraves Golden Treasury: and he who 

las returned to It again and again with an affection born 
onh"what'tr*''/w r* lemember not 

«hen ,h,s or that |,oe,n appealed to liiin. and even J.ow 

es on le page. .Mr. Inglis Palgrave has added to 
ns kindness by reading the notes and making surges, 
loas , and the .'.ditor is indebted, not for the first 

frvouV""''"' Mr. S. T. Irwin, f(,r a similal 


CufTo.n' CoLi-KDF, 
Mari'h. 


J. H. FOWLER. 








ME. PALGRAVE’S^^ 

PREFACE TO THE GOLDEN'tREASURY 

t 

t 

This little Collection differs, it is believed, from others 
in the attempt made to include in it all the best original 
Lyrical pieces and Songs in our language (save a very 
few regretfully omitted on account of length), by writers 
not living, — and none beside the best. Many familiar 
verses will hence be met with ; many also which should 
be familiar — the Editor will regard as his fittest readers 
those who love Poetry so well that he can offer them 
nothing not already known and valued. 

The Editor is acquainted with no strict and exhaustive 
definition of Lyrical Poetry ; but he has found the task 
of practical decision increase in clearness and in facility 
as he advanced with the work, whilst keeping in view 
a few simple principles. Lpical has been here held 
essentially to imply that each Poem shall turn on some 
single thought, feeling, or situation. In accordance with 
this, narrative, descriptive, and didactic poems, — unless 
accompanied by rapidity of movement, brevity, and 
the colouring of human passion,— have been excluded. 
Humorous poetry , except in the very unfrequent instances 
where a truly poetical tone pervades the whole, with what 
is strictly personal, occasional, and religious, has been 

considered foreign to the idea of the book. Blank verse 

vii 
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and the ten-syllable couplet with oil • 
dramatic, have been rejected ’»<. ..r markedly 

monly understood by Sons and i'°*” 

Lyrical conditions in treatment But ' > '’"“forming to 

line accurately iawn S fh® 

‘he Allegro Ld 77 

Campbell’s Lord Ullin might t ® " 

equal justice for a narratfve "'■fh perhaps 

of the writer’s genius.-that it shairnnoh a 
commensurate with its aim tt. * , Perfection 

finish in proportion to brevC th T' 

and originality cannot atr r’ P^'^®'""’ colour, 

in clearness, ilnity or truth'''" 777"^ "nperfections 

ten ..w.,, ”\r“ 

tnat tile pieces chosen anr) o -r^ ^ ^ ut^wt^vti aaa 

have been carefully ank repeatedly cfnsiS'" 3^ 

person! addressed in^tht” ' d'V ‘^‘®‘h‘ff"'®fied 

Ktt 4 .V Jn the Dedication. It is honed that 

oue-siLTesfr 7 ‘h-r* 

but for the fin 1 h • 7^'* individual decisions ; - 

nal choice the Editor is alone responsible. 

^ Alfred aV'imyson, Poet Laureate. 
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IX 


Chalmers’ vast collection, with the whole works of 
all accessible poets not contained in it, and the best 
Anthologies of different periods, have been twice system- 
atically read through ; and it is hence improbable that 
any omissions which may be regretted are due to over- 
sight. The poems are printed entire, except in a very 
few instances where a stanza or passage has been omitted. 
These omissions have been risked only when the piece 
could be thus brought to a closer lyrical unity ; and, as 
essentially opposed to this unity, extracts, obviously such, 
are excluded. In regard to the text, the purpose of the 
book has appeared to justify the choice of the most 
poetical version, wherever more than one exists ; and 
much labour has been given to present each poem, in 

disposition, spelling, and punctuation, to the greatest 
advantage. 

In the arrangement, the most poetically-effective order 
has been attempted. The English mind has passed 
through phases of thought and cultivation so various and 
so opposed during these three centuries of Poetry, that a 
rapid passage between old and new, like rapid alteration 
of the eye s focus in looking at the landscape, will always 
be wearisome and hurtful to the sense of Beauty. The 
poems have been therefore distributed into Books corre- 
sponding, I. to the ninety years closing about 1616, 11. 
thence to 1700, III. to 1800, IV. to the half century just 
ended. Or, looking at the Poets who more or less give 
each portion its distinctive character, they might^ be 
called the Books of Shakespeare, Milton, Gray, and 
Wordsworth. The volume, in this respect, so far as the 
limitations of its range allow, accurately reflects the 
natural growth and evolution of our Poetry. A rigidly 
chronological sequence, however, rather fits a collection 


X 


the GOLDEN’ TREASURY 


pie t have th ?" boot the 

feeli;,. t sx,h Jc r of 

this .\nthology will tis 1x1^0''’"?/’’'^* 

unity as “ epLdes ” in t ! IT i 

to that great Poem which all noets HVp tho no -i.* 
thoughts of one great mind, have built up since thf 

beginning of the world.” ^ “ 

As he closes his long survey, the Editor trusts he mav 
ZuZ rKl" *ban those have 

ludgments on Poetry to ‘'the selected few of In v 

generations. Not many appear to have gained reputa- 

d'eserT-Ird Performance that, in due degree, 
11 ' nd if no verses bv certain writers who 

mTTe ? - -0- ‘bought than 

Tould not b"“ted in this volume, it 

without m h *bat they have been excluded 

aiZ Throughout this vast and pathetil 

with til Silent, lew have been honoured 

e name Poet, and have not pos.ses,sed a skill in 
wort s, a .sympathy with beauty, a tendernes.s of feeling 
or seriousness m reflection, which render their workt 
ough never perhaps attaining that loftier and finer 

excellence here required,— better worth reading than 

much of what fills the scanty hours that mo.sr; men spare 
tor self-improvement, or for pleasure in anv of its more 
elevated and permanent forms.-And if this be true of 

bow much more are we 
n ebted to the best ! Like the fabled fountain of the 
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AzoreB) but with a more various power, the magic of this 
Art can confer on each period of life its appropriate 
bleesing : on early years Experience, on maturity Calm, 
on age Youthfulness. Poetry gives treasures “ more 
golden than gold, ’’ leading us in higher and healthier 
ways than those of the world, and interpreting to us the 
lessons of Nature. But she speaks best for herself. Her 
true accents, if the plan has been executed with success, 
may be heard throughout the following pages : — wher* 
ever the Poets of England are honoured, wherever the 
dominant language of the world is spoken, it. is hoped 
that they will find fit audience. 

1861. 
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BOOK FOURTH 

cjcvni 

TO THE MUSES 

Whether on Ida’s shady brow, 

Or in the chambera of tho East, 

The chambers of the sun, that now 
From ancient melody have ceased ; 

Whether in Heaven ye wander fair,- ft 

Or the green corners of the earth, 

Or the blue regions of the air. 

Where the melodious winds have birth ; 

Whether on crystal rocks ye rove 

Beneath the bosom of the sea, 10 

Wandering in many a coral grove, — 

Fair Nine, forsaking Poetry ; 

How have you left the ancient love 
That bards of old enjoy’d in you ! 

The languid strings do scarcely move, 16 

The sound is forced, the notes are few. 

ir. Blake. 

O.T. IV. A € 
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ODE ON THE POETS 

Bards of Passion and of Mirtii 
Ye have left your souls on earth » 
Have 3"e souls in heaven too, 

Dou ole- lived in regions new V 

Y es, and those of heaven commune 
VVith the spheres of sun and moon * 
ith the noise of fountains wond’rous 
And the parle of voices thund’rous ; 

ith the whisper oi hea ven’s trees 
And one another, in soft ease 
Seated on El\’sian lawns 
Bro\\sed by none but Dian’s fawns; 
Lndemeath large blue- bells tented, 
\^hCie the daisies are rose-seented, 

And the rose herself lias got 
Perfume which on eartli is not ; 

Where the nightingale doth sing 
^Viot a senseless, tranced thing, 

But divine melodious truth ; 

Philosophic numbers smooth ; 

Tales and golden histories 
Of heaven and it.s mvsteries. 


Thus ye live on high, and then 
On the earth ye live again ; 

And tlie sours yc left behind you 
Teach irs, here, the wa3' to find 3'ou, 
W here yom' other souls are jo3dng, 
iSever siumber d, never f'loyinjy. 

Hci(% your earth-born souls still speak 
To mortals^ of their little A\'cek ; 

Of their sorrows and delights ; 

Of their passions and their s]>it0S ; 
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Of their glory and their shame ; 

What doth strengthen and what maim :• 
Thus ye teach us, every day. 

Wisdom, though fled far away. 


Bards of Passion and of Mirth 
Ye have left your souls on earth 1 
Ye have souls in heaven too. 
Double-lived in regions new ! 








35 


40 


J. Keats. 
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Much have I tra veil’d in the realms of gold 

And many goodly states and kingdoms seen ; ^ _ 

Round many western islands have I been ^ | 

Which bards in fealty to AgoUo hold. ^ 

Oft of one wide expanse had I been told 5 

That deep- brow’d Homer ruled as his dem^e ; ^ C 

\"et did I never breathe its pure serene 
Till I heard Chapman speak out loud and bold : 


— Then felt I like some watcher of the skies 
When a new planet swims into his ^nj 
Or like stout Cortez, when with eagle eyes 


u V 


He stared at the Pacific — and all his men 
Look’d at each other with a wild surmise^ 
Silent, upon a peak in Darien. 


J. Keats. 
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IV 


LOVE 

All thoughts, all passions, all delights. 
Whatever stirs this mortal frame. 

All are but ministers of Love, 

And feed his sacred flame. 

Oft in my waking dreams do I 
Live o’er again that happy hour. 

When midway on the mount I lay, 
Beside the ruin’d tower. 

The moonshine stealing o’er the scene 
Had blended wdth the lights of eve ; 
And she was there, my hope, my joy. 
My own dear Genevieve ! 

She loan’d against the iirmed man, 

The statue of the armed knight 
She stood and listen’d to my lay. 

Amid the lingering light. 

Few sorrows hath she of her own, 

My hope ! my joy ! my Genevieve ! 

She loves me best, whene’er I sing 
The songs that make her grieve. 


I play’d a soft and doleful air, 

I sang an^ld and moving story — 
An old rude song, that suited well 
That ruin wild and hoary. 


She listen’d wdth a flitting blush. 

With downcast eyes and modest grace ; 
For well she knew, I could not choose 
But gaze upon her face. 
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I told her of the Knight that wore 
Upon his shield a burning brand ; 

And that for ten long years he woo’d 
The Lady of I'he Land. 

j ^ / 

' i 

I told her how he pined : and ah ! 

The deep, the low, the pleading tone 
With which I sang another’s love 
Interpreted my own. 

She listen’d with a flitting blush, 

With downcast eyes, and modest grace ; 
And she forgave me, that I gazed 
Too fondly on her face ! 

But when I told the cruel scorn 
That crazed that bold and lovely Knight, 
And that he* cross’d- the mountain- woods, 
Nor rested day nor night ; 

That sometimes from the savage den, 

And sometimes from the darksome shade. 
And sometimes starting up at once 
In green and sunny glade, — 

There came and look’d him in the face 
An angel beautiful and bright ; 

And that he knew it was a Fiend, 

This miserable Knight ! 

And that unknowing what he did, 

He leap’d amid a murderous band, 

And saved from outrage worse than death 
The I^dv of the Land ; — 

w 

m 

And how she wept, and clasp’d his knees ; 
And how she tended him in vain — 
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And ever strove to_ expiate 

'Ihe scorn that crazed his brain ; 

And that siio nursed him in a cave, 
And how his madness went away, 

AV hen on the yellow forest- lea ves 
A dying man he lay ; — 

His dying words — but when I reach oi 
That tenderest strain of ail the dittv 
My faltering voice and pausing harp 
Disturb’d her soul Avith pity ! 

All impulses of soul and sense 
Had thrill d my guileless Genevieve ; 

The music and the doleful tale. 

The rich and balmy eve ; 

And hopes, and fears that kindle hope. 
An unaistinguishable throng. 

And gentle wishes long subdued, 

Subdued and cherish’d long ! 

She wept with pity and delight, 

She blush’d with love, and virgin shan)^.’ 
And like the murmur of a dream, 

I heard hei’ breathe my name. 

Her bosom heaved — she stepp’d aside. 

As conscious of my look she stept — 

Then suddenly, with timorous eye 
She fled to me and wept. 

She half inclosed me Avith her arms. 

She press’d me with a meek embrace ; 
And bending back her head, look’d up. 
And gazed upon my face. 
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Twas partly love, and partly fear, ^ 

And partly ’twas a bashful art 
That I might rather feel, than see, 

The swelling of her heart. 

I calm’d her fears, and she was ^Im, 

And told her love with virgin pride ; 

And so I won my Genevieve, 

Mv bright and beauteous Bride. 

8, T. Coleridge. 


ocxn 

V 

ALL FOR LOVE 

0 TALK not to me of a name great in story ; 

The days of our youth are the days of our glory ; 

And the m^le and of sweet two-and-twenty 
Are worthliir your l^els,' though ever so plenty. 

What are garlands and crowns to the brow that is wTinkled ? ^ 
Tis but as a dead flower with May-dew' besprinkled : fl 

Then away with all such from the head that is hoary 
What care I for the that can only give glory ? 

Oh Fame !— -if I e’er took delight in thy praises, 

Twas less for the sake of tfiy high-sounding phrases, 10 
Than to see the bright eyes of the dear one discover 
►Slie thought that I was not unworthy to love her. 

There chiefly I sought thee, there only I found thee ; 

Her glance was the best of the rays that surround thee ; 

When it sparkled o’er auglit that was bright in my story, 

1 knew it was love, and I felt it was glory. 16 


Lord Byron. 
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THE OUTLAW 

O Brignall banks are wild and fair. 
And Greta woods are green, 

And you may gather garlands there 
Would grace a summer-queen. 

And as I rode by Dalton- Hall 
Beneath the turrets high, 

A Maiden on the castle-wall 
Was singing merrily : 

O Brignall banks are fresh and fair. 
And Greta woods are green ; 

I’d rather rove with Edmund there 
Than reign our English queen.’ 

‘ If, Maiden, thou wouldst wend with me 
To leave both tower and town, 

Thou first must guess what life lead we 
That dwell by dale and down. 

And if thou canst that riddle read. 

As read full well you may, 

Then to the greenwood shalt thou speed 
As blithe as Queen of May.’ 

Yet sung she, ‘ Brignall banks are fair. 
And Greta woods are green ; 

I’d rather rove with Edmund there 
Than reign our English queen. 

‘ I read you, by your bugle-horn 
And by your palfrey good, 

I read you for a ranger sworn 
To keep the king’s greenwood.’ 

‘ A Ranger, lady, winds his horn, 

And ’tis at peep of light ; 

His blast is heard at merry morn, 
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And mine at dead of night.* 

Yet sung she, ** Brignall banks are fair, 

And Greta woods are gay ; 

I would I were with Edmund there 
To reign his Queen of May ! 

‘With burnish’d brand and musketoon 
So gallantly you come, 

I read you for a bold Dragoon 
That lists the tuck of drum.’ 

‘ I list no more the tuck of drum, 

No more the trumpet hear ; 

But when the beetle sounds his hum 
My comrades take the spear. 

And 0 ! though Brignall banks be fair 
And Greta woods be gay, 

Yet mickle must the maiden dare 
Would reign my Queen of May ! 

‘ Maiden ! a nameless life I lead, 

A nameless death I’ll die ; 

The fiend whose lantern lights the mead 
Were better mate than I ! 

And when I’m with my comrades met 
Beneath the greenwood bough, — 

What once we were we all forget, 

Nor think what we are now.’ 

Chorus, 

‘ Yet Brignall banks are fresh and fair. 
And Greta woods are green, 

And you may gather garlands there 
Would grace a summer-queen.’ 








Sir W, Scott 
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ocxrv 

There be none of Beauty’s daughters 
With a magic like Thee ; 

And like music on the waters 
Is thy sweet voice to me : 
hen, as if its sound were causing 5 

'Ihe charmed ocean’s pausing. 

The waves lie still and gleaming. 

And the lull'd winds seem dreaming : 

And the midnight moon is weaving 

Her bright chain o’er the deep, 10 

^Vhose breast is gently heaving 
As an infant’s asleep : 

So the spiri^ bows before thee 
To listen and adore thee ; 

With a full but soft emotion, 16 

Like the swell of Summer’s ocean. 

Lord Bifron. 


vm 

THE INDIAN SERENADE 

I ARISE from dreams of Thee 
In the first sweet sleep of night, 
When the winds are breathing low 
And the stars are shining bright : 

1 arise from dreams of thee,‘ 

And a spirit in my feet 
Hath led me — who knows how ? 

To thy chamber-window, tSwcet ! 

The wandering airs they faint 
On the dark, the silent .stream — 
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The champak odours fail 
Like sweet thoughts in a dream ; 
The nightingale’s complaint 
It dies upon her heart, 

As I must die on thine 
0 beloved as thou art ! 


Oh lift me from the grass ! 

I die, -I faint, I fail ! 

Let thy love in kisses rain 
On my lips and eyelids pale. 

My cheek is cold and white, alas ! 
My heart beats loud and fast ; 

Oh ! press it close to thine again 
Where it mil break at last. 


P. B, Shelley. 

t 


CCXVl • 

She walks in beauty, like the night 
Of cloudless climes and starry skies, 

And all that’s best of dark and bright 
Meet in her aspect and her eyes ; 

Thus mellow’d to that tender light 5 

Which heaven to gaudy day denies. 

One shade the more, one ray the less, 

Had half impair'd the nameless grace 

Which waves in every raven tress 

Or softly lightens o’er her face, 10 

Where thoughts serenely sweet express 

How pure, how dear their dwelling-place. 

And on that cheek and o’er that brow 
So soft, so calm, yet eloquent. 

The smiles that win, the tints that glow 15 
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But tell of days in goodness spent, — 

A mind at peace witt all below, 

A heart whose love is innocent. 

Ltord Byron. 



ccxvn 

She was a Phantom of delight 
hen first she gleam’d upon my sight ^ 

A lovely Apparition, sent 
To be a moment’s ornament ; 

Her eyes as stars of twilight fair j q 

Like Twilight s, too, her dusky hair ; 

But all things else about her drawn 
Brom May-time and the cheerful dawn ^ 

A dancing shape, an image gay. 

To haunt, to startle, and waylay. 2 ^ 

I saw her upon nearer view, 

A spirit, yet a Woman too ! 

Her household motions light and free, 

And steps of virgin -liberty ; 

A countenance in which did meet 15 

Sweet records, promises as sweet ; 

A creature not too bright or good 
For human nature’s daily food, 

For transient sorrows, simple wiles, 

Praise, blame, love, kisses, tears, and smiles. 20 

And now I see with eye serene 
The very pulse of the machine ; 

A being breathing thoughtful breath, 

A traveller between life and death : 

The reason firm, the temperate will, 25 

Endurance, foresight, strength, and skill ; 
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A perfect Woman, nobly plann d 


To warn, to comfort, and command ; 


And yet a Spirit still, and bright 
With something of an angel-light. 


W, Wordstvorih. 


30 


XI 


She is not fair to outward view 
As many maidens be ; 

Her loveliness I never knew 
Until she smiled on me. 

O then I saw her eye was bright, 

A well of love, a spring of light. 

But now her looks are coy and cold. 

To mine they ne’er reply. 

And yet I cease not to behold 
The love-light in her eye : 

Her very frovTis are fairer far 

Than smiles of other maidens are. 

H. Coleridge. 


XI 


OCXIX 


I rEAB thy kisses, gentle maiden ; 
Thou needest not fear mine ; 

My spirit is too deeply laden 
Ever to burthen thine. 


I fear thy mien, thy tones, thy motion ; 6 

Thou needest not fear mine ; 

Innocent is the heart’s devotion 
With which I worship thine. 


P. B. Shelley. 


14 


THE GOLDEN TREASURY 


XIII 


XIV 


ccxx 

She dwelt among the untrodden wavs 
Beside the springs of Dove ; 

A maid whom there were none to praise. 

And very few to love. 

A violet by a mossy stone 5 

Half- hidden from the eye ! 

— Fair as a star, when only one 
Is shining in the sky. 

She lived unknown, and few could know 
When Lucy ceased to be ; 10 

But she is in her grave, and, oh. 

The difference to me ! 

W. Wordsworth. 


ccxxi 

I travell’d among unknown men 
In lands beyond the sea ; 

Nor, England ! did I know till then 
What love I bore to thee. 

’Tis past, that melancholy dream ! 5 

Nor wiU I quit thy shore 

A second time ; for still I seem 
To love thee more and more. 

Among thy mountains did I feel 
The joy of my desire ; 

And she I cherish’d turn’d her wheel 
Beside an Enghsh fire. 


10 





:-'^v: '.v - -■'' 




_ '■ . ■ 
l^^viT't?'’^^--'.--^.- - •: - 

■' : ■■ ■- r- >;■ '•- 

■' ' - 

t/ '■*"•- -‘r-r' ^ . 


- 'C- ■ 


_ ^■. ~- J ' -* 








BOOK FOXTBTH 




- _ ■ »' 
"■yi' t:^ = 




>i,..- ■% <■' ‘ 



Thy mornings showM, thy nights conceal d 
The bowers where Lucy play’d ; 

And thine too is the last green field 
That Lucy’s eyes survey’d. 

W. Wordsworth. 
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CCXXII 

the EDUCATION OF NATURE 

Thbeb years she grew in sun and shower ; 

Then Nature said, ‘ A lovelier fiower 
On earth was never sown : 

This Child I to myself vdll take ; 

She shall be mine, and I will make " 

A lady of my own. 


‘ Myself will to my darling be 
Both law and impulse : and with me 
The girl, in rock and plain. 

In earth and heaven, in an d bow er, 

Shall feel an overseeing poweT* 

% 

To kindle or restrain. 

■ ^ — r 

r' ‘ She shall be sportive as the fawn 

That wild with glee across the lawn ) 
Or up the mountain springs ; - '\ 

And her’s shall be the breathing balm, j 
And her's' the silence and the calm 
Of mute insensate things. 

‘The floating clouds their state shall lend 
To her ; for her the willow bend ; 

Nor shall she fail to see 
Ev’n in the motions of the storm 
Grace that shall mould the maiden’s form 
By silent sympathy. 
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30 

/•. ‘ And vital feelings of delight 

Shall rear her form to stately height, 

^ Her virgin bosom swell ; 

Such thoughts to Lucy I w^ill give 
While she and I together live 35 

^ Here in this happy dell,’ 

Thus xSiature spake — The work was done — • 

How soon my Lucy’s race was run ! 

She died, and left to me 

This heath, this calm and quiet scene ; 40 

The memory of what has been. 

And never more will be. 

W. Wordsworth, 


* The stars of midnight shall be dear ' 
To her , and she shall lean her ear 
In many a secret place 

Where rivulets dance their wayward round, 
And beauty born of murmuring sound 
Shall pass into her face. 
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ccxxrn 

A SLUMBER did my spirit seal ; 

I had no human fears : 

She seem’d a thing that could not feel 
The touch of earthly years. 


No motion has she now, no force ; 5 

She neither hears nor sees ; 

Roll d round in earth's diurnal course 
With rocks, and stones, and trees. 

W. Wordsworth. 
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A LOST LOVE 


I MEET thy pensive, moonlight face ; 

Thy thrilling voice I hear; 

And former hours and scenes retrace, 
Too fleeting, and too dear ! 
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Then sighs and tears flow fast and free, 5 

Though none is nigh to share ; 

And life has nought beside for me 
So sweet as this despair. 


There are crush’d hearts that will not break ; 

And mine, methinks, is one ; 

Or thus I should not weep and wake, 10 

And thou to slumber gone. , 

I little thought it thus could be 
In days more sad and fair — 

That earth could have a place for me, 15 

And thou no longer there. 

Yet death cannot our hearts divide. 

Or make thee less my own : 

’Twere sweeter sleeping at thy side . 

Than watching here alone, 20 

Yet never, never can we part, 

While Memory holds her reign : 

Thine, thine is still this wither’d heart, 

Till we shall meet again. 

If, F, Lyte, 
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XVIII 

LORD ULLIN’S DAUGHTER 

A Chieftain to the Highlands bound. 
Cries ‘ Boatman, do not tarry ! 

And 1 11 give thee a silver pound 
To row us o’er the ferry ! ’ 

' Now who be ye, would cross Lochgyle, 
This dark and stormy water ? ’ 

‘O I’m the chief of Ulva’s isle, 
x\nd this, Lord UUin’s daughter. 

‘ And fast before her father’s men 
Three days we’ve fled together, 

For should he find us in the glen, 
x\Iy blood would stain the heather. 

‘His horsemen hard behind us ride — 
Should they our steps discover. 

Then who will cheer my bonnie bride. 
When they have slain her lover ? ’ 

Out spoke the hardy Highland wight, 

‘I’ll go, my chief, I’m ready : 

It is not for your silver bright. 

But for your winsome lady 

‘ And by my word ! the bonny bird 
In danger shall not taiT}' ; 

8o though the waves are raging white 
I’ll row you o’er the ferry.’ 

By this the storm grew loud apace. 

The water- wraith was shrieking ; 

And in the scowl of Heaven each face 
Grew’ dark as they were speaking. 
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But still aa wilder blew the wind, 

And as the night grew drearer, 

Adown the glen rode armM men. 

Their trampling sounded nearer. 

‘ 0 haste thee, haste ! * the lady cries, 

‘ Though tempests roimd us gathOT ; 

I'll meet the raging of the skies, 

But not an angry father.’ 

The boat has left a stormy land, 

A stormy sea before her, — 

When, oh ! too strong for human hand 
The tempest gather’d o’er her. 






And still they row’d amidst the roar 
Of waters fast prevailing : 

Lord Ullin reached that fatal shore, — 

His wrath was changed to wailing. 

For, sore dismay’d, through storm and shade 46 
His child he did discover: — 

One lovely hand she stretched for aid, 

And one was round her lover. 


‘ Come back ! come back ! ’ he cried in grief, 

‘ Across this stormy water : 50 

And I’ll forgive your Highland chief. 

My daughter ! — Oh, my daughter ! ’ 

’Twas vain : the loud waves lash’d the shore. 
Return or aid preventing ; 

The waters wild went o’er his child, 56 

And he was left lamenting. 


T. Campbell. 
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XIX 


LUCY GRAY 

OiT I had heard of Lucy Gray : 
And when I cross’ d the wild, 

I chanced to see at break of day 
The solitary child. 


Xo mate, no comrade Lucy knew ; 
She dwelt on a w’ide moor, 
dhe sweetest thing that ever grew 
Beside a human door ! 


You yet may spy the fawn at play. 

The hare upon the green ; 

But the sweet face of Lucy Gray 
^Vill never more be seen. 

‘ To-night will be a stormy night—' 
You to the town must go ; 

And take a lantern, Child, to light 
Your mother through the snow.’ 

* That, Father ! will I gladly do : 

*'Tis scarcely afternoon — 

The minster- clock has just struck two.. 
And yonder is the moon ! ’ 


At this the father raised his hook. 
And snapp’d a faggot- band ; 

He plied his work ; — and Lucy took 
The lantern in her hand. 


Not blither is the mountain roe : 
With many a wanton stroke 
Her feet disperse the powdery snow, 
That rises up like smoke. 
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The storm came on before ite time : 

She wander’d up and down ; 

And many a hill did Lucy climb : 

But never reach’d the town. 

The wretched parents all that night 
Went shouting far and wide ; 

But there was neither sound nor sight 
To serve them for a guide. 

At day-break on a hill they stood 
That overlook’d the moor ; 

And thence they saw the bridge of wood 
A furlong from their door. 

They wept — and, turning homeward, cried 
‘ In heaven we all shall meet ! ’ 

— When in the snow the mother spied 
The print of Lucy’s feet. 

Then downwards from the steep hill’s edge 
They track’d the footmarks small ; 

And through the broken hawi-horn hedge, 
And by the long stone- wall : 

And then an open field they cross’d ; 

The marks were stiU the same ; 

They track’d them on, nor ever lost ; 

And to the bridge they came ; 

They follow’d from the snowy bank 
Those footmarks, one by one, 

Into the middle of the plank ; 

And further there were none ! 

— Yet some maintain that to this day 
She is a living child ; 
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That you may see sweet Lucy Gray 
Upon the lonesome vtdld. 

O er rough and smooth she trips along* 

And never looks behind ; 

And sings a solitary song 
That whistles in the wind. 

fV. WordswortTi. 


CCXXMn 

JOCK OF HAZELDEAN 

‘ Why weep ye by the tide* ladie ? 

Why weep ye by the tide ? 

I’ll wed ye to my youngest son, 

And ye sail be his bride : 

And ye sail be his bride, ladie, 5 

Sae comely to be seen ’ — 

But aye she loot the tears down fa’ 

For Jock of Hazeldcan. 

‘ Now let this wilfu’ grief be done. 

And dry that cheek so pale ; ]0 

Young Frank is chief of Errington 
And lord of Langiev-dale : 

His step is first in peaceful ha’, 

His sword in battle keen’ — 

But aye she loot tlie tears down fa’ 15 

For Jock of Hazcldean. 

% 

A chain of gold ye sail not lack. 

Nor braid to bind your hair. 

Nor mettled hound, nor managed hawk. 

Nor palfrey fresh and fair ; 
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And you the foremost o them a 
Sh^ ride our forest-queen ’— 

- Sut aye she loot the tears down fa 
For Jock of Hazeldean. 




The kirk was deck’d at morning-tide, 

The tapers glimmer’d fair ; 

The priest and bridegroom wait ‘the bride. 

And dame and knight are there : 

They sought her baith by bower and ha ; 

The ladie was not seen ! 

She’s o’er the Border, and awa* 

Wi’ Jock of Hazeldean. 

Sir W. Scott. 


ccxxvni 

LOVE’S PHILOSOPHY 

The fountains mingle with the river 
And the rivers with the ocean, 

The grinds of heaven mix for ever 
With a sweet emotion ; 

Nothing in the world is single, 5 

All things by a law divine 
In one another’s being mingle — 

Why not I with thine ? 

See the mountains kiss high heaven, 

And the waves clasp one another ; 10 

No sister- flower would be forgiven 
If it disdained its brother : 

And the sunlight clasps the earth, 

And the moonbeams kiss the sea — 

What are all these hissings worth, 1 5 

If thou kiss not me ? 


P. B. Shelley. 
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XX U 


ccxxix 

echoes 


the answer Echo makes 
To Music at night 

When, roused by lute or horn, she wakes, 
And far away o’er lawns and lakes 
(Joes answering light! 

Yet love hath echoes truer far 
And far more sweet 

Than e or, beneath the moonlight’s star, 

Of horn or lute or soft guitar 
I’he songs repeat. 




1 IS when the sigh, — in youth sincere 
And only then, 

1 he sigh that’s breathed for one to hear 

fs by tliat one, that only Dear 
iireathed back again. 

T. Moore. 


XXI II 

ccxxx 

A SERENADE. 

Ah ! County Guy, the hour is nigh, 

The sun has left the lea, 
rile orange-flower perfumes the bower. 

The breeze is on the sea. 

1 he lark, his lay who thrill’d all day, 5 

Sits hush’d his partner nigh ; 

Breeze, bird, and flower confess the hour. 

But where is Countv Guv ? 
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, The village maid steals through the shade 
Her shepherd’s suit to hear ; 

To Beauty shy, by lattice high 
Sings high- bom Cavalier. 

The star of Love, all stars above. 

Now reigns o’er earth and sky. 

And high and low the influence know — 

But where is County Guy ? 

Sir W. 


XXIV 

TO THE EVENING STAR 

Gem of the crimson- colour’d Even, 
Companion of retiring day, 

Why at the closing gates of heaven. 
Beloved Star, dost thou delay ? 

So fair thy pensile beauty bums 
When soft the tear of twilight flows ; 
So due thy plighted love returns 
To chambers brighter than the rose ; 

To Peace, to Pleasure, and to Love 
So kind a star thou seem’st to be. 

Sure some enamour’d orb above 

Descends and burns to meet with thee. 

* 

Thine is the breathing, blushing hour 
W’hen all unheavenly passions fly. 
Chased by the soul -subduing power 
Of Love’s delicious vutcherv. 

0 ! sacred to the fall of day. 

Queen of propitious stars, appear. 

And early rise, and long delay. 

When Caroline herself is here ! 



10 


15 

Scott. 
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Wrap thy form in a mantle gray 

Star-inwrought ; 

Blind with thine hair the eyes of Day, 
Kiss her until she be wearied out : 

Then wander o’er city and sea and land. 
Touching all with thine opiate wand — 

Come, long- sought ! 



When I arose and saw the dawn, 16 

I sigh’d for thee ; 

AVhen light rode high, and the dew was gone, 

And noon lay heavy on flower and tree, 

i 4 nd the weary Day turn’d to his rest 

Lingering like an unloved guest, 20 

I sigh’d for thee. 

Thy brother Death came, and cried 

Wouldst thou me ? 

Thy sweet child Sleep, the filmy-eyed, 

Murmur’d like a noon- tide bee 26 

Shall I nestle near thy side ? 

Wouldst thou me ? — And I replied 
No, not thee ! 

Death will come when thou art dead, 

Soon, too soon — 30 

Sleep will come when thou art fled ; 

Of neither would I ask the boon 
I ask of thee, beloved Night — 

Swift be thine approaching flight, 

Come soon, soon ! 35 


P, B. Shelley. 
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XXVI 


TO A DISTANT FRIEND 


ccxxxrit 


Why art thou silent ? Is thy lore a plant 

. uc weak fibre that the treacherous air 
Of absence withers what was once so fair ? 

» lere no debt to pay, no boon to grant ? 

Vet have my thoughts for thee been vigilant K 

i^ouiid to thv SGrvfop ^ ^ 

rp, . ^ ^®r\ice ’iuth unceasing care — 

e mind s least generous wish a mendicant 
’or nought but what thy happiness could spare. 

- thousand tender pleasures, thine and mine. In 

0 c t more desolate, more dreary cold 

Ihan a forsaken bird’s nest fill’d with snow 
Mid Its own bush of leafless eglantine— 

‘ Peak, that my torturing doubts their end may know: 

H\ Wordsworth. 


XXVII 


Wjien we two parted 
In sileiice and tears, 

Half broken-hearted, 

To sever for years, 

Pale grew thy cheek and cold. 
Colder thy kiss ; 

truly that hour foretold 
Sorrow to this ! 

The dew of the morning 
feiiiiK cliill on brow j 
It felt like the warning 
Of what I feel now. 


ccxxxrv 
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Thy vows are all broken; 

And light is thy fame: 

I hear thy name spoken^ lb 

And share in its shame. 


They name thee before me, 

W 

A knell to mine ear ; 

A shudder comes o’er me — 

Why wert thou so dear ? 20 

They know not I knew thee 
Who knew thee too well : 

Long, long shall I rue thee. 

Too deeply to tell. 

In secret we met : 25 

In silence I grieve 

That thy heart could forget, 

Thy spirit deceive. 

If I should meet thee 

After long years, 3 () 

How should I greet thee ? — 

With silence and tears. 

Lord Byron, 


XXVIII 

HAPPY INSENSIBILITY 


ccxxxv 


In a drear-nighted December, 

Too happy, happy tree, 

Thy branches ne’er remember 
Their green felicity : 

The north cannot undo them 
With a sleety whistle through them. 
Nor frozen thawings glue them 
From budding at the prime. 
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In a drear- nightcd December, 

loo happy, liappy brook, 

Ihy bubblings ne’er remember 
Apollo’s summer look ; 
ihd with a sweet forgetting 

Ihey stay thcMr crystal fretting, 
Never, never j)etting 
‘'vboiit the frozen time. 




Ail ! would ’twere so with man’ 
A gentle girl and bov ! 
i>ut were tiic're t'ver anv 
^V^i^lled not at jiasscd joy ? 
lo know the change and feel it, 
VViien there is none to heal it 

Nor numbed sense to steal it 

Was never said in rhyme. 



J. KmU. 


XXfX 


VVjilre shall the lover rest 
Whom the fates sever 
from his true maiden’s breast 

fi>r ('ver ? 

VVheicN through groves deyp and h 
JScnmds the far billow. 

Where early violets die 
Under the willow. 

Klcji loro 

^ojt shcill he his ptllou'. 


There through the summer day 
Cool streams are laving : 
There, while the tempests sway, 
Scarce are boughs wavino' • 


ccxxxvr 
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There thy rest shalt thou take, 15 

Parted for ever, 

Never again to wake 
Never, O never ! 

Eleu loro 

Never, O never ! 20 


Where shall the traitor rest, . 

He, the deceiver, 

Who could win maiden’s breast. 

Ruin, and leave her ? 

In the lost battle, 25 

Borne down by the flying. 

Where mingles war’s rattle 
With groans of the dying ; 

Ehu loro 

There shall he be lying. 30 


Her wing shall the eagle flap 
O’er the falsehearted ; 

His warm blood the wolf shall lap 
Ere life be parted : 

Shame and dishonour sit 36 

By his grave ever ; 

Blessing shall hallow it 
Never, 0 never ! 

Eleu loro 

Never, 0 never / 40 

Sir ir. Scott. 


ccxxxvn 

LA BELLE DAME SANS MERCI 

O WHAT can ail thee, knight-at-arms, 

Alone and palely loitering ? 

The sedge has wither’d from the lake, 

And no birds sing. 
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‘ O what can ail thee, knight-at-arms ! 

• o haggard and so woe- begone ? 

Ihe squirrel’s granary is full, 

And the harvest’s done. 

‘ I see a lily on thy brow 

With anguish moist and fever-dew. 
And on thy cheeks a fading rose 
Fast withereth too.’ 


15 


I met a lady in the meads, 

Full beautiful— a faery’s child, 

Her hair was long, her foot was light, 
And her eyes were wild. 

1 made a garland for her head, 

And bracelets too, and fragrant zone ; 
ohe look d at me as she did love, 

And made sweet moan. 

‘ I set her on my pacing steed 

And nothing else saw all day long, 

For sidelong would she bend and sing 
A faery’s song. 


r. 


‘ She found me roots of relish sweet 
And honey wild and n^annST "" 
And sure in language strange she said 
1 love thee true.” 

i 

‘ fe’he took me to her elfin grot. 

And there she wept and sigh’d full sore • 
And there I shut her wild wild eyes 
VVith kisses four. 


> * V' 


25 


30 


And there she lulled me asleep. 

And there I dream ’d — Ah ! woe betide ! 
The latast dream I ever dream ’d 
On the cold hill’s side. 


35 
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‘ I saw pale kings and princes too. 

Pale warriors, death-pale were they all : 


They cried— “ La belle Dame sans Merci 

Hath thee in thrall !'” $Qav^u\,\ 

# 

‘ I saw their starved lips in the gloam 
With horrid warning gap4d wide. 

And I awoke and found me here 
On the cold hill’s side. - i , ^ 


j* 




‘ And this is why I sojourif here 
Alone and palely loitering, 

Though the sedge is wither’d from the lake, 

And no birds sing.’ 

J. Keats. 


XXXI ccxxxvm 

THE ROVER 

A WEARY lot is thine, fair maid, 

A weary lot is thine ! 

To pull the thorn thy brow to braid. 

And press the rue for wine. 

A lightsome eye, a soldier’s mien, 5 

A feather of the blue, 

A doublet of the Lincoln green — 

No more of me you knew. 

My Love ! 

No more of me you knew. 10 

‘ This morn is merry J une, I trow, 

The rose is budding fain ; 

But she shall bloom in winter snow 
Ere we two meet again.’ 

He turn’d his charger as he spake 15 

Upon the river shore. 


O.T. IV. 
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He gave the bridle-reins a shake. 

Said ‘ Adieu for evermore. 

My Love ! 

And adieu for evermore.’ 

Sir W. Scott. 


XXXII 

the flight of love 

When the lamp is shatter’d 

The light in the dust lies dead 

When the cloud is scatter’d, 

The rainbow’s glory is shed, 

When the lute is broken, 

Sweet tones are remember’d not ; 
When the lips have spoken, 

Lo\ ed accents are soon forgot. 

As music and splendour 

Survive not the lamp and the lute, 
*1 he heart s echoes render 

Ivo song when the spirit is mute — 
No song but sad dirges, 

Like the wind through a ruin’d cell, 
Or the mournful surges 

That ring the dead seaman’s knell. 


ccxxxix 


D 




W^hen hearts have once mingled. 

Love first leaves the well-built nest ; 

The weak one is singled 

To endure what it once possesst. 

0 Love ! who bewailest 
The frailty of all things here, 

W"hy choose you the frailest 

For your cradle, your home, and your bier ? 
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Its passions wm rocK luw 
As th© stonns rock the ravens on 
Bright reason will mock thee 
Like the sun from a wintry sky. 

From thy nest every rafter 
Will rot, and thine eagle home 
Leave thee naked to laughter. 

When leaves fall and cold winds come. 

P, B. Shelley. 
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XXXIII 

THE MAID OF NEIDPATH 


CCXL . 


0 lovers’ eyes are sharp to see. 

And lovers’ ears in hearing ; 

And love, in life’s extremity. 

Can lend an hour of cheering. 

Disease had been in Mary’s bower 6 

■6 

And slow decay from mourning. 

Though now she sits on Neidpath’s tower 
To watch her Love’s returning. 

All sunk and dim her eyes so bright, 

Her form decay’d by pining, 10 

Till through her wasted hand, at night. 

You saw the taper shining. 

By fits a sultry hectic hue 
Across her cheek was flying ; 

By fits so ashy pale she grew Ifi 

Her maidens thouglit her d^nng. 

Yet keenest powers to see and hear 
Seem’d in her frame residing ; 

Before the watch- dog prick'd ^s ear 
She heard her lover’s riding ; 


20 
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the golden treasury 
Ant.^Tu “!!'* Wm. 

0 er the battlement did bend 
s on the wing to meet him. 

He ea^e-he pass’d-a„ heedless gaze 
As o er some stranger glancing ; 

Lost^'^^V^’ spoke in faltering phrase. 
Lost m his courser’s prancing— 

he castle-arch, whose hollow tone 

-Returns each whisper spoken, 

ould scarcely catch the feeble moan 

^hich told her heart was broken. 


Sir W. Sc 


XXXIV 

E^l March look’d on his dying child, 
And, smit with grief to view her— 
Ilm youth, he cried, whom I exiled 
Shall be restored to woo her. 

Shes at the window many an hour 
His coming to discover : 

And he look’d up to Ellen’s bower 
And she look’d on her lover 

-But ah ! so pale, he knew her not, 

Ihough her smile on him was dwelling 
And am I then forgot— forgot ? 

It broke the heart of Ellen. 

In vain he weeps, in vain he sighs. 

Her cheek is cold as ashes j 

Nor love’s own kiss shall wake those eyes 
To lift their silken lashes. 


CCS 




T. Campbell, 
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XXXV 


ccxLH 


Bright Stax ! would I were steadfast as thou art 
Not in lone splendour hung aloft the night, 

And watching, with eternal lids apart. 

Like Nature’s patient sleepless Eremite, 


* 

The moving waters at their priestlike task 
Of pure ablution round earth’s human shor^. 

Or gazing on the new soft fallen mask 
Of snow upon the mountains and the moors : — 


Xo — yet still steadfast, still unchangeable. 

Pillow’d upon my fair Love’s ripening breast 10 

To feel for ever its soft fall and swell, 

Awake for ever in a sweet unrest ; 


Still, still to hear her tender-taken breath. 

And so live ever, — or else swoon to death. 

J. Keats, 


XXXVI 


ccxLin 


THE TERROR OF DEATH 


X 


When I have fears that I may ce^e, t^be 
Before my pen has gleanjd my teeming brain. 
Before high-pil6d books, in charact’ry 
Hold like rich garners the full-ripen’d grain ; 


When I behold, upon the night’s starr’d face. 
Huge cloudy symbols of a high romance, 

And think that I mav never live to trace 
Their shadov.^, with the magic hand of chance ; 


■V 


And when I feel, fair Creature of an hour ! 
That I shall never look upon thee more, ^ 
Never have relish in the faery power 
Of unreflecting love — then on the shore 
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W the wide world I stand alone, and. think 
-nil Love and Fame to. nothingness do sink 

KeaU, 


XXXVII 

coxuv 

DESIDERIA 

Surprized by joy— impatient as the wind— 

I turn’d to share the transport— Oh ! with whom 
But Thee— deep buried in the silent tomb. 

That spot which no vicissitude can find ? 

Love, faithful love recall’d thee to my mind— 5 

But how could I forget thee ? Through what power 
Even for the least division of an hour 

Have I been so beguiled as to be blind 

To my most grievous loss ?— That thought’s return 
Was the worst pang that sorrow ever bore 10 

Save one, one only, when I stood forlorn. 

Knowing my heart’s best treasure was no more ; 

That neither present time, nor years unborn 
Could to my sight that heavenly face restore. 

W, Wordsworth. 


XXXVIII 


CCXLV 


At the mid hour of night, when stars are weeping, I fly 
To the lone vale we loved, when life shone warm in thine eye ; 
And I think oft, if spirits can steal from the regions of air 
To revisit past scenes of delight, thou wilt come to me there 
And tell me our love is remember’d, even in the sky ! 5 
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Then I sing the wild song it was once rapture to hear 
When our voices, commingling, breathed like one on the ear ; 
And as Echo far off through the vale my sad orison roUs, 
I think, oh my Love ! ’tis thy voice, from the Kingdom of 

Souls 

Faintly answering still the notes that once were so dear. 10 

T. Moore. 


XXXIX 


ELEGY ON THYRZA 


CCXLVI 


And thou art dead, as young and fair 
As aught of mortal birth ; 

And forms so soft and charms so rare 
Too soon return’d to Earth ! 

Though Earth received them in her bed. 
And o’er the spot the crowd may tread 
In carelessness or mirth. 

There is an eye which could not brook 
A moment on that grave to look. 

I will not ask where thou liest low 
Nor gaze upon the spot ; 

There flowers or weeds at w'ill may grow 
So I behold them not : 

It is enough for me to prove 

That what I loved, and long must love. 

Like common earth can rot ; 

To me there needs no stone to tell 
’Tis Nothing that I loved so well. 

Yet did I love thee to the last, 

As fervently as thou 

Who didst not change through all the past 
And canst not alter now. 
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The love where Death has set his seal 
Nor age can chill, nor rival steal, 

Nor falsehood disavow : 

And, what were worse, thou canst not see 
Or wrong, or change, or fault in me. 


The better days of life were ours ; 

The worst can be but mine : 

The sun tliat cheers, the storm that lours, 
Miall never more be thine. 

The silence of that dreamless sleep 
I envy now too much to weep ; 

Nor need I to repine 

That all those charms have pass’d away 
I might have watch’d through long decay. 

The llower in ripen’d bloom unmatch’d 
Must fall the earliest prey ; 

rhough by no hand untimely snatch'd, 
f he leav es must drop away. 

And yet it were a greater grief 
To \vateh it withering, leaf by leaf, 
fhiin see it [iluek d todjiy j 
Since earthly eye but ill can’ bear 
To trace the change to foul from fair. 


I know not if 1 could have borne 
To see thy beauties fade ; 

The night that follow’d such a morn 
Had worn a deejxT shade : 
i hy d;iy without a cloud hath past. 
And thou wert lo\ely to the last. 
Extinguish’d, not decay’d ; 

As stars that shoot along the skv”^ 
Shine brightest as they fall from hiMi. 

As once I wept, if I could weep, 

My tears might well be shed 
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To think I was not neaii to keep 
One vigil o’er thy bed : 

To gaze, how fondly ! on thy face. 
To fold thee in a faint embrace, 
Uphold thy drooping head ; 

And show that love, however vain, 
Nor thou nor I can feel again. 


Yet how much less it were to gain. 

Though thou hast left me free, ^ 

The loveliest things that still remain 
Than thus . remember thee ! 

The all of thine that cannot die 
Through dark and dread Eternity 
Returns again to me, 

And more thy buried love endears 
Than aught except its living years. 

Lord Byron, 


XL " CCXLVII 

One word is too often profaned ‘ 

For me to profane it, 

One feeling too falsely disdain’d 
For thee to disdain it. 

One hope is too like despair 6 

For prudence to smother, 

And pity from thee more dear 
Than that from another. 

I can give not what men call love ; 

But wilt thou accept not 10 

The worship the heart lifts above 
And the Heavens reject not : 

The desire of the moth for the star, 

Of the night for the morrow. 
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The devotion to something afar 
From the sphere of our sorrow ? 

P. B. Shelley^ 


XLl 

GATHERING SONG OF DONALD 


ccxLvin 
THE BLACK 


l’Tr>ROCK of Donuil Dhu, 
Pibroch of Donuil, 

Wake thy wild voice anew, 
Summon Clan Conuil. 
Come away, come away, 
Hark to the summons ! 
Come in your war- array. 
Gentles and commons. 


Come from deep glen, and 
From mountain so rocky j ji 

The war-pipe and pennon 
Are at Inverlockv. 

Come every hill-plaid, and 
True heart that wears one, 

Come every steel blade, and ]5 

Strong hand that bears one. 


Leave untended the herd, 

The flock without shelter ; 

Leave the corpse uninterr’d. 

The bride at the altar ; 20 

Leave the deer, leave the steer. 

Leave nets and barges ; 

Oome with your fighting gear, 

Broadswords and targes. 


Come as the winds come, when 25 

Forests are rended. 
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Oome aa the waves come, when 
Navies are stranded : 

Faster come, faster come, 

Faster and faster, 

Chief, vassal, page and groom. 

Tenant and master. 

Fast they come, fast they come i 
See how they gather ! 

Wide waves the eagle plume 
Blended with heather. 

Cast your plaids, draw your blades, 
Forward each man set ! 

Pibroch of Donuil Dhu, 

Knell for the onset ! 

Sir W, 


XLII 

A WET sheet and a flo\\dng sea, 

A wind that follows fast 
And fills the white and rustling sail 

* 

And bends the gallant mast ; 

And bends the gallant mast, my boys, 
While Uke the eagle free 
Away the good ship flies, and leaves 
Old England on the lee. 

0 for a soft and gentle wind ! 

I heard a fair one erj’ ; 

But give to me the snoring breeze 
And white waves heaving high ; 

And white waves heaving high, my lads. 
The good ship tight and free — 

The world of waters is our home, 

And morrv men are we. 
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10 
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There's tempest in yon hom4d moon, 

^ ^%ttning in yon cloud * 

But hark the music: mariners 1 
The wind is piping loud ; 

The wind is piping loud, my boys, 

Ihe Iightnmg flashes free — 

Wkle the hollow oak our palace is. 

Our heritage the sea. 

A, Cunningham. 


XLIII 


Ye mariners of England 

That guard our native seas ! 

Whose flag has braved a thousand years 
The battle and the breeze ! 

Your glorious standard launch again 
To match another foe : 

And sweep through the deep, 

While the stormy winds do blow ; 

While the battle rages loud and long 
And the stormy winds do blow. 


OCL 




The spirits of your fathers 
Shall start from every wave 

For the deck it was their field of fame, 
•^^■Ud Ocean was their grave i 
Where Blake and mighty Nelson fell 
Your manly hearts shall glow, 

As ye sweep through the deep, 

While the stormy winds do blow; 

While the battle rages loud 'and long 
And the stormy winds do blow. 

Britannia needs no bulwarks. 

No towers along the steep ; 


« 
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Her march is o’er the mountain-waves. 

Her home is on the deep. 

With thunders from her native oak 
She quells the floods below — 

As they roar on the shore, 

When the stormy wincb do blow ; 
When the battle rages loud and long. 
And the stormy winds do blow. 


40 


26 



The meteor flag of England 
Shall yet terrific bum ; 

Till danger’s troubled night depart 
And the star of peace return. 
Then, then, ye ocean-warriors ! 

Our song and feast shall flow 


To the fame of your name. 

When the storm has ceased to blow ; 

When the fiery fight is heard no more. 

And the storm has ceased to blow. 

T. Campbell, 


COLT 

BATTLE OF THE BALTIC 

Of Nelson and the North 
Sing the glorious day’s renown. 

When to battle fierce came forth 

All the might of Denmark’s crown, ^ 

And her arms along the deep proudly shone: 6 

By each gun the lighted brand 
In a bold determined hand, 

And the Prince of all the land 
Led them on. 

Like leviathans afloat 

Lay their bulwarks on the brine ; 
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While the sign of battle flew 
On the lofty British line : 

It was ten of April morn by the chi 
As they drifted on their path 
There was silence deep as death; 

And the boldest held his breath 
For a time. 




But the might of England flush’d 
To anticipate the scene ; 

And her van the fleeter rush’d 
0 er the deadly space between. 

^eart3 o{ oak ! ’ our captains cried, wken each 

-rrom its 8^daiiia;ntin0 lips 

Spread a death-shade round the ships, 

Like the hurricane eclipse 
Of the sun. 



gun 



Again ! again J again ! 

And the havoc did not slack, 

Till a feeble cheer the Dane 
To our cheering sent us back 
Their shots along the deep slowly boom 
-Then ceased — and all is wail, 

As they strike the shatter’d sail ; 

Or in conflagration pale 
Light the gloom. 

OuJ^ spoke the victor then 
As he hail d them o’er the wave, 

‘ Ye are brothers ! ye are men ! 

And we conquer but to save ; 

So peace mstead of death let us bring ; 
But yield, proud foe, thy fleet 
With the crews, at England’s feet 
And make submission meet 
To our JCing.’ 
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Then Denmark bless’d our chief 
That he gave her wounds repose; 

And the sounds of joy and grief 
From her people wildly rose, 

As death withdrew his shades from the day: 
While the sun look’d smiling bright 
O’er a wide and woeful sight, 

Where the fires of funeral fight 


v.i^ 



Died away. 


Now joy, old England, raise ! 

For the tidings of thy might, 

By the festal cities’ blaze. 

Whilst the wine-cup shines in light ; 
And yet amidst that joy and uproar, 
Let us think of them that sleep 
Full many a fathom deep 
By thy wild and stormy steep, 

Elsinore ! 






Brave hearts! to Britain’s pride 

Once so faithful and so true, ' 

On the deck of fame that died. 

With the gallant good Riou : 

Soft sigh the winds of Heaven o’er their grave ! 

While the billow momiiful rolls 

And the mermaid’s song condoles 

#■ 

Singing glory to the souls 
Of the brave ! 

T* CampbeU. 


XLV 

ODE TO DUTY 

Stern Daughter of the Voice of Gkxi! 
0 Duty ! if that name thou love 
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Who art a light to guide, a rod 
To check the erring, and reprove; 

Thou who art victory and law k 

When empty terrors overawe ; 

From vain temptations dost set free. 

And calm’st the weary strife of frail humanity I 

There are who ask not if thine eye 

Be on them ; who, in love and truth 
Where no misgiving is, rely 

Upon the genial sense of youth : 

Glad hearts ! without reproach or blot. 

Who do thy work, and know it not : 

Oh ! if through confidence misplaced 15 

They fail, thy saving arms, dread Power ! around them cast. 

Serene will be our days and bright 
And happy will our nature be 
Hhen love is an unerring light, 

And joy its own security. 20 

And they a blissful com*se may hold 
Fv n now, who, not unwisely bold. 

Live in the spirit of this creed ; 

let seek thy firm support, according to their need. 

I, loving freedom, and untried, 25 

Ko sport of every random gust. 

Yet being to myself a guide. 

Too blindly have reposed my trust : 

And oft, when in my heart was heard 
Thy timely mandate, I def err’d .‘1<J 

The task, in smoother walks to stray ; 

But thee I now would serve more strictly, if I may. 

Through no disturbance of my soul 
Or strong compunction in me wrought, 

I supplicate for thy controul, 35 

But in the quietness of thought : 
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Me this uncharter’d freedom tires ; 

I feel the weight of chance- desires : 

My hopes no more must change their name ; 
I long for a repose that ever is the same. 




Stem Lawgiver ! yet thou dost wear 
The Godhead’s most benignant grace ; 

Nor know we anything so fair 
As is the smile upon thy face ; 

Flowers laugh before thee on their beds, 45 

And fragrance in thy footing treads ; 

Thoii dost preserve the Stars from wrong ; 

And the most ancient Heavens, through Thee, are fresh 

and strong. . 


To humbler functions, awful Power ! 

I call thee : I myself commend ' 

Unto thy guidance from this hour ; 

Oh let my weakn^ have an end ! 

Give imto me, made lowly wise. 

The spirit of self-sacrifice ; 

The confidence of reason give ; 

And in the light of truth thy Bondman let me live. 

W. Wordsworth. 


XLVI ccLiu 

ON THE CASTLE OF CHILLON 

Eternal Spirit of the chainless Mind ! 

Brightest in dungeons. Liberty 1 thou art, 

For there thy habitation is the heart — 

The heart which love of Thee alone can bind ; 

And when thy sons to fetters are consign’d, 6 

To fetters, and the damp vault’s dayless gloom, 

Their country conquers with their martyrdom. 

And Freedom’s fame finds wings on every wind. 
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Chillon ! thy prison is a holy place 

And thy sad floor an altar, for >twas trod, 

Until his very steps have left a trace 

Worn as if thy cold pavement were a sod, 

y Bonnivard ! May none those marks efface ! 
-bor they appeal from tyranny to God. 

Lord Byron, 


XLVII 

CCLIV 

ENGLAND AND SWITZERLAND, 1802. 

Two Voices are there ; one is of the Sea, 

One of the Mountains ; each a mighty voice : 

In both from age to age thou didst rejoice, 

They were thy chosen music. Liberty ! 

There came a tyrant, and with holy glee 5 

Thou fought’st against him,-— but hast vainly striven • 
Thou from thy Alpine holds at length art driven 
Where not a torrent murmurs heard by thee. 

—Of one deep bliss thine ear hath been bereft ; 

Then cleave, 0 cleave to that which still is left — 10 

For, high-soul’d Maid, what sorrow would it be 

That Mountain floods should thunder as before, 

And Ocean bellow from his rocky shore. 

And neither awful Voice be heard by Thee ! 

W. Wordsworth. 


XLVIII 

ON THE EXTINCTION OF THE VENETIAN 

REPUBLIC 


CCLV 


Once did She hold the gorgeous East in fee 
And was the safeguard of the West ; the worth 
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Of Venice did not fall below her birth, 

Venice, the eldest child of Liberty. 

She was a maiden city, bright and free ; 

No guile seduced, no force could violate ; 

And when she took unto herself a mate, 

She must espouse the everlasting Sea. 

And what if she had seen those glories fade. 

Those titles vanish, and that strength decay,— 1< 
Yet shall some tribute of regret be paid 

When her long life hath reach’d its final day : 

Men are we, and must grieve when even the shade 

Of that which once was great is pass’d away. 

W. Wordsworth. 


XLIX 


LONDON, 1802 


CCLVI 


0 Fbiend ! I know not which way I must look 
For comfort, being, as I am, opprest 
To think that now our life is only drest 
For show ; mean handy-work of craftsman, cook, 

Or groom ! — We must run glittering like a brook 
In the open sunshine, or we are un blest ; 

The wealthiest man among us is the best : 

No grandeur now in nature or in book 

Delights us. Rapine, avarice, expense. 

This is idolatry ; and these we adore : 

Plain living and high thinking are no more : 


The homely beauty of the good old cause 
Is gone ; our peace, our fearful imiocence, 

And pure religion breathing household laws. 

ir. Wordsworth. 
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ccLvn 

the same 




Milton ! thou shouldst be living at this hour : i , 

England hath need of thee: she is a fen - 

Of stagnant waters : alter, sword, and' pen, '' ' ' 

Fireside, the heroic wealth of hall and bower, 


Have forfeited their ancient English dower 
Of inward happiness. We are selfish men : 
Oh ! raise us up, return to us again ; 

And give us manners, virtue, freedom’, power 


Thy Soul was like a Star, and dwelt apart ; 

1 hou hadst a voice whose sound was like the sea, 10 
^ ure as the naked heavens, majestic, free ; 


So didst thou travel on life’s common way f 
In cheerful godliness ; and yet thy heart n 
The lowliest duties on herself did lay. ] 

W. W'mdsicorth 


U 

CCLVIII 

When I have borne in memory what has tamed 
Great nations ; how ennobling thoughts depart 
When men change swords for ledgers, and desert 
Ihe student’s bower for gold,— some fears unnamed 

I had, my Country !— am I to be blamed ? 5 

Now, when I think of thee, and what thou art. 

Verily , in the bottom of my heart 
Of those unfilial fears I am ashamed. 

For dearly must we prize thee ; we who find 
In thee a bulwark for the cause of men ; 10 

And I by my affection was beguiled ; 
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What wonder if a Poet now and then, 

Among the many movements of his mind. 

Felt for thee as a lover or a child ! 

W. Wordsworth. 


CCLIX 

HOHENLINDEN 

On Linden, when the sun was low, 

All bloodless lay the untrodden snow ; 

And dark as winter was the flow 
Of Iser, rolling rapidly. 

But Linden saw another sight, 5 

When the drum beat at dead of night 
Commanding fires of death to light 
The darkness of her scenery. 

By torch and trumpet fast array’d 
Each horseman drew his battle- blade, 10 

And furious every charger neigh’d 
To join the dreadful revelry. 

Then shook the hills with thunder riven ; 

Then rush’d the steed, to battle driven : 

And louder than the bolts of Heaven 15 

Far flash’d the red artillery. 

But redder yet that light shall glow 
On Linden’s hills of stained snow ; 

And bloodier yet the torrent flow 

Of Iser, rolling rapidly. 20 

’Tis morn ; but scarce yon level sun 
Can pierce the war-clouds, rolling dun, 

Where furious Frank and fiery Hun 
Shout in their sulphurous canopy. 
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Hie combat deepens. On, ye Brave 
rush to gIor 3 ^ or the grave ! 
^Vave, Munich ! all thy banners wave, 
And charge witii all thy chivalry ! 

I^ow, few shall part, where many meet 
'rhe snow shall be their winding-sheet. 
And every turf beneath their feet 
Shall be a soldier’s sepulchre. 
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T. CampheU, 


LIU 

CCLX 

AFTER BLENHEIM 

It was a summer ev’^ening, 

Old Kaspar’s ^TOrk was done, 

And lie before his cottage door 
Was sitting in the sun ; 

And by him sported on the green 3 

His little grandchild Wilhelmine. 

>She saw her brother Peterkin 
Roll something large and round - 
M^hich he beside the rivulet 
In playing there had found ; jO 

He came to ask what he had found 
That was so large and smooth and round. 

Old Kaspar took it from the boy 
Who stood expectant by ; 

And then the old man shook his head. 15 

And with a natural sigh 

‘ ’Tis some poor fellow’s skull,’ said he, 

Who fell in the great victorv. 

I find tliem in the garden. 

For there’s many here about; 
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And often when I go to plough 
The ploughshare turns them out. . , 
For many thousand men,’ said he, 

‘ Were ftlw-in in^^hat great victory. 

‘ Now tell us what ’twas all about,’ 

Young Peterkin he cries ; 

And little Wilhelmine looks up 
With wonder- waiting eyes ; 

‘ Now tell us all about the war, 

And what they fought each other for.* 

‘It was the English,’ Kaspar cried, 

‘ Who put the French to rout ; 

But what they fought each other for 
I could not well make out. 

But every body said,’ quoth he, 

‘That ’twas a famous victory. 

‘ My father lived at Blenheim then. 

Yon little stream hard by ; 

They burnt his dwelling to the ground, 
And he was forced to ily : 

So with his wife and cliild he fled, 

Nor had he where to rest his head. 

‘ With fire and sword the country round 
Was wasted far and wide. 

And many a childing mother then 
And newborn baby died : 

But things like that, you know, must be 
At every famous victory. 

‘ They say it was a shocking sight 
After the field was won ; 

For many thousand bodies here 
Lay rotting in the sun ; 

But things like that, you know, must be 
After a famous victory. 
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‘ Great praise the Duke of Marlbre’ won 

‘ VVh, -t ’ 

y, twas a very wicked thing' > 

Sa.d iittie Wilhelmine ; 

‘ It^waa "f ^ he, 

t ^vas a famous victory. 

Who this great fight did win.’ 

ut what good came of it at last’ ’ 
Quoth little Peterkin :— 

‘ that I cannot tell,’ said he, 

^Ut twas a famous victory.’ 
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PATRIA J\J0RI 


CCLXI 


UuEN, he "who adores thee has left hnt i-h 
Of his faults and his sorrows behind 

Of rLlafter ir *he fame 

le mat ior thee was resign’d ! 

cs, weep, and however my foes may condemn 
^ Thy tears shall efface their decree f ® 

T ‘hough guilty to them 

i liave been but too faithful to thee. 

>V itli thee were the dreams of my earliest love ■ 
kvery thought of my reason was thine • ’ ,p 

u ray last humble prayer to the Spirit above 
ni 1 ®hall be mingled with mine! 

The dats'If d' '7*'® ®haU live 

i tie cla} s of thy glory to see : 

>ut the next dearest blessing that Heaven can give 15 
Is the pnde of thus dying for thee. 


T. Moore. 



LV ccLxn 

THE BURIAL OF SIR JOHN MOORE 

AT CORUNNA. 

Not a drum was heard, not a funeral note, 

As his csorpse to the rampart we hurried ; 

Not a soldier discharged his farewell shot 
O’er the grave where our hero we buried. 

We buried him darkly at dead of night, 5 

The sods with our bayonets turning ; 

By the struggling moonbeam’:: misty light 
And the lantern dimly burning. 

No useless coffin enclosed his breast, 

Not in sheet or in shroud we wound him ; 10 

But he lay like a warrior taking his rest. 

With his martial cloak around him. 

Few and short were the prayers w'e said, 

And we spoke not a word of sorrow ; 

But we steadfastly gazed on the face that was dead, 15 
And we bitterly thought of the morrow. 

We thought as we hollow’d his narrow bed 
And smoothed down his lonely pillow. 

That the foe and the stranger would tread o’er his head. 
And we far away on the billow ! 20 

Lightly they’ll talk of the spirit that’s gone 
And o’er his cold ashes upbraid him, — 

But little he’ll reck, if they let him sleep on 
In the grave where a Briton has laid him. 

But half of our heavy task was done 25 

W hen the clock struck the hour for retiring j 

And we heard the distant and random gun 
That the foe was sullenly firing. 
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Mowly and sadly we laid him down, 

... on. the field of his fame fresh and gory- 

li.dwf 101^1 “ '"0 ® ^tone, 

'>ut MC left him alone with his glory. 

C, Wolfe. 


30 


L\f 


oiiviujN Lth THE OLD HUNTSMAN 

In the sweet shire of Cardigan, 

Not far from pleasant Ivor Hall, 

An old man dwells, a little man'— 

Tis said he once was tall. 

Full hvc-and-thirty years he lived 
A niniiing huntsman merry ; 

And still the centre of his cheek. 

Is red as a ripe cherry. 

V 

No man like him the horn could sound. 
And liill and valley rang with glee, 

When Echo bandied, round and round, 
Lhe halloo of Simon Lee. 

In those proud days he little cared 
For husbandry or tillage ; 

To blither tasks did Simon rouse 
The sleepers of the village. 

He all the country could outrun, 

Could leave both man and horse behind ; 
And often ere the chase was done, 

He reel d and was stone-blind. 

And still there’s something in the world 
At which his heart rejoices ; 

For when the chiming hounds are out. 

He dearly loves their voices. 
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But oh the heavy change ! — ^bereft 
Of health, strength, friends and kindr^f see ! 
Old Simon to the world is left 
In liveried poverty ; — 

His master's dead, and no one now 
Dwells in the Hall erf Ivor ; 

Men, dogs, and. horses, all are dead; 

He is the sole survivor. 
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And he is lean and he is sick. 

His body, dwindled and awry, 

Rests upon ankles swoln and thick ; 35 

His legs are thin and dry. 

One prop he has, and only one, — 

His wife, an aged woman. 

Lives Avith him, near the waterfall. 

Upon the village common. 40 


Beside their moss-grown hut of clay. 

Not twenty paces from the door 
A scrap of land they have, but they 
Are poorest of the poor. 

This scrap of land he from the heath 45 

Enclosed when he was stronger ; 

But what to them avails the land 
Which he can till no longer ? 

Oft, working by her husband’s side, 

Ruth does what Simon cannot do ; 50 

For she, with scanty cause for pride, 

Is stouter of the two. 

And, though yon Avith your utmost skill 
From labour could not wean them, 

Tis little, very little, all 55 

That they can do between them. 
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T’ew months of life h. • . 

A«? f ^ store 

As he to you will tell, 

For still, the more he worlf« ih 
Uo his weak ankles swell. 

My gentle Header, I perceive 
ow patiently you’ve waited, 

Sn **°T ^ 

Some tale will be related. 


Such 1 " ■ 

0 ll"p bring, 

g ntle Reader ! you would find 

A tale in every thing. 

What more I have to say is short. 

And you must kindly take it ; 

p‘ h should you think. 

Perhaps a tale you’ll make it. 

One summer-day I chanced to see 
This old Man doing ali he could 

O unearth the root of an old tree 
A stump of rotten wood. 

The mattock totter’d in his hand : 
o vain was his endeavour 

•That at the root of the old tree 
Ho might have work’d for ever. 


You re overtask’d, good Simon Lee, 
tive me your tool,' to him I said ; 
And at the word right gladly he 

Received my proffer’d ail 

I struck, and with a single blow 
The tangled root I sever’d, 

At which the poor old man so long 
And vainly had endeavour’d. 
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'Fhe tears into his eyes were brought, 

And thanks and praises seem’d to run 
So fast out of his heart, 1 thought 
They never would have done. 

— I’ve heard of hearts unkind, kind deeds 
With coldness still returning ; 

Alas ! the gratitude of men 
Hath oftener left me mourning. 
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LVII ccLxrv 

THE OLD FAMILIAR FACES 

m 

I HAVE had playmates, I have had companions. 

In my days of childhood, in my joyful school-days ; 

All, all are gone, the old familiar faces. 

1 have been laughing, I have been carousing. 

Drinking late, sitting late, with my bosom cronies ; 5 

All, all are gone, the old familiar faces. 

I loved a Love once, fairest among women : 

Closed are her doors on me, I must not see her — 

All, all are gone, the old familiar faces. 

I have a friend, a kinder friend has no man ; 10 

Like an ingrate, I left my friend abruptly ; 

Left him, to muse on the old familiar faces. 

Ghost-like I paced round the haunts of my childhood. 
Earth seem’d a desert I was bound to traverse. 

Seeking to find the old familiar faces. 16 

Friend of my bosom, thou more than a brother. 

Why wert not thou bom in my father’s dwelling. 

So might we talk of the old familiar faces, 
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Y left 

AH .« » g,,„. .1, C;,i',” ‘ » 

Lamb, 


LVIII 


the journey onwards 

As slow our ship her foamy tract 
Agamst the wind was clearing 
CT trembling pennant stiU look’d back 
a dear isle ’twas leavino’ 
loth we part from all we love 
From ail the links that bind us • 

.So turn our hearts, as on we rove,’ 

To those w'eVe left behind us ! 

When round the bowl, of ranish’d yearn 
We talk with joyous seeming— 
ith smiles that might as well be teai^, 
So faint, so sad their beaming ; 

V\ Me memory brings us back agLin 
Each early tie that twined us, 

Oh sweet’s the cup that circles ’then 
10 those we’ve left behind us! 

And when, in other climes, we meet 
ome isle or vale enchanting. 

Where all looks flowery, wild, and sweet. 
And nought but love is wanting ; 

We think how great had been our bliss 
If Heaven had but assign’d us 
To live and die in scenes like this, 

With some we’ve left behind us ! 
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As travellers oft look back- at eve 
When eastward darkly going. 

To gaze upon that light they leave 
Still faint behind them glowing— 

So, when the close of pleasure’s day 
To gloom hath near consign’d us. 

We turn to catch one fading ray 
Of joy that’s left behind us. 

T, Moore. 


LIX 

YOUTH AND AGE 

There’s not a joy the world can give like that it takes away 
When the glow of early thought declines in feeling’s dull 

decay ; 

'Tis not on youth’s smooth cheek the blush alone, which 
fades so fast, 

But the tender bloom of heart is gone, ere youth itself be 
past. 


Then the few whose spirits float above the wreck of happi- 
ness ^ 

Are driven o’er the shoals of guilt, or ocean of excess ; 

The magnet of their course is gone or only points in vain 

A— ^ 

The shore to which their shiver’d sad shall never stretch again. 

Then the mortal coldness of the soul like death itself comes 
down ; 

It cannot feel for others’ woes, it dare not dream its owm ; 10 

That heavy chill has frozen o’er the fountain of our tears, 

And though the eye may sparkle still, ’tis ivhere the ice 
appears. 
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1 hough wit may flash from fluent lips, and mirth distract 
the breast, 

Through midnight hours that yield no more their former 
hope of rest ; 

’Tis but as ivy-leaves around the ruin’d turret, wreathe, 15 

All green and wildly fresh without, but worn and gray 
beneath. 

Oh could I feel as I have felt, or be what I have been, 

Or weep as I could once have wept o’er many a vanish’d 
scene, — 

As springs in deserts found seem sweet, all brackish though 
they be. 

So midst the wither’d waste of life those tears would flow 
to me ! ' 20 

Lord Byron. 


LX ccLxvn 

A LESSON 

There is a Flower, the lesser Celandine, 

That shrinks like many more from cold and rain, 

And the first moment that the sun may shine, 

Bright as the sun himself, ’tis out again ! 

When hailstones have been falling, swarm on swarm, 5 
Or blasts the green field and the trees distrest, 

Oft have I seen it muffled up from harm 
In close self-shelter, like a thing at rest. 

But lately, one rough day, this Flower I past, 

And recognized it, though an alter’d form, 10 

Now standing forth an offering to the blast, 

And buffeted at will by rain and storm. 

I stopp’d and said, with inly- mutter’d voice, 

‘ It doth not love the shower, nor seek the cold ; 
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This nather is its courage nor its choice, 
But its necessity in being old. 




15 


‘ The sunshine may not cheer it, nor the dew ; 

It cannot help itself in its decay , ^ 

Stiff in its members, wither’d, changed of hue, 
And, in my spleen, I smiled that it was gray. 


To be a prodigal’s favourite — then, worse truth, 

A miser’s pensioner — behold our lot ! 

0 Man ! that from thy fair and shining youth 

Age might but take the things Youth needed not ! 

® W. Word^ivorth. 


PAST AND PRESENT 

I REMEMBER, I remember 
The house where I was bom. 

The little window where the sun 
Came peeping in at morn ; 

He never came a wink too soon 
Nor brought too long a day ; 

But now, I often wish the night 
Had borne my breath away. 

I remember, I remember 
The roses, red and white. 

The violets, and the lily-cups 
Those flowers made of light ! 

The Ulacs where the robin built. 
And where my brother set . 

The laburnum on his birth-day, — 
The tree is living yet ! 

I remember, I remember 
Where I was used to swing, 


ccLXvm 





G.T.IV. 


o 



THE GOLDEN TREASURY 


And thought the air must rush as fresh 
To swallows on the wing j 

My spirit flew in feathers then 
That is so heavy now, 

And summer pools could hardly cool 
The fever on my brow. 


I remember, I remember 
The fir trees dark and high; 

I used to think their slender tops 
Were close against the sky ; 

It was a childish ignorance. 

But now ’tis little joy 

To know I’m farther off from Heaven 
Than when I was a boy. 


T. Hood. 
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CCLXIX 

THE LIGHT OF OTHER DAYS 

Oft in the stilly night 
Ere slumber’s chain has bound me, 

Fond Memory brings the light 
Of other days around me : 

The smiles, the tears 5 

Of boyhood’s years. 

The words of love then spoken ; 

The eyes that shone, 

Now dimm’d and gone. 

The cheerful hearts now broken ! 10 

Thus in the stilly night 
Ere slumber’s chain has bound me, 

Sad Memory brings the light 
Of other days around me. 
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When I remember all 

The friends so link’d together 
I’ve seen around me fall 

Like leaves in wintry weather, 

I feel like one 
Who treads alone 
Some banquet-hall deserted, 

Whose lights are fled, 

Whose garlands dead, 

And all but he departed ! 

Thus in the stilly night 

Ere slumber’s chain has bound me, 
Sad Memory brings the light 
Of other days around me. 


T. Moore 
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STANZAS WRITTEN IN DEJECTION NEAR NAPLES 

The sun is warm, the sky is clear, 

The waves are dancing fast and bright, 

Blue isles and snowy mountains wear 
The purple noon’s transparent might : 

The breath of the moist earth is light 5 

Around its imexpanded buds ; 

Like many a voice of one delight — 

The winds’, the birds’, the ocean-floods 
The city's voice itself is soft like Solitude’s. 

I see the deep’s untrampled floor 
With green and purple sea -weeds strown ; 

I see the waves upon the shore 
Like light dissolved in star-showers thrown i 
I sit upon the sands alone : 

The lightning of the noon-tide ocean 
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Is flashing round me, and a tone 
Arises from its measured motion— 
How sweet I did any heart now share 



in my emotion. 


Alas ! I have nor hope nor health, 

Aor peace within nor calm around, 

A^or that content, surpassing wealth, 

The sage in meditation found. 

And walk’d with inward glory crown’d— 

Nor fame, nor power, nor love, nor leisure ; 
Others I see whom these surround— 

Smiling they live, and call life pleasure ; 

10 me that cup has been dealt in another measure 


Yet now despair itself is mild 
Even as the winds and waters are ; 

I could lie down like a tired child. 

And weep away the life of care 

Which I have borne, and yet must bear,— 

Till death like sleep might steal on me, 

And I might feel in the warm air 
My cheek grow cold, and hear the sea 
Breathe o’er my dying brain its last monotony. 

P. B, Shelley. 


LXIV 

CCLXXI 

THE SCHOLAR 

My days among the Dead are past ; 

Around me I behold, 

W^here’er these casual eyes are cast, 

The mighty minds of old : 

My never-failing friends are they, Q 

With whom I converse day by day. 

With them I take delight in weal 
And seek relief in woe ; 
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And while I understand and feel 
How much to them I owe, 

My cheeks have often been bedew’d 
With tears of thoughtful gratitude. 


My thoughts are with the Dead ; with them 


1 live in long-past years. 

Their virtues love, their faults condemn. 
Partake their hopes and fears. 

And from their lessons seek and find 
Instruction with an humble mind. 

My hopes are with the Dead ; anon 
My place with them will be, 

And I with them shall travel on 
Through all futurity ; 

Yet leading here a name, I trust, 

That will not perish in the dust. 


R. Southey 


CCLXXII 


THE MERMAID TAVERN 

Souls of Poets dead and gone. 
What Elysium have ye known. 
Happy field or mossy cavern. 


Choicer than the Mermaid Tavern ? 
Have ye tippled drink more fine 
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Tlian mine host’s Canary avine ? 
Or are fruits of Paradise 
Sweeter than those dainty pies 
Of venison ? 0 generous food ! 


10 


Drest as though bold Robin Hood 


Would, with his Maid Marian, 

Sup and bowse from horn and can. 
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I have heard that on a day 
Mine host’s sign-board flew awav 
Nobody knew whither, till 
An astrologer’s old quill 
To a sheepskin gave the story, 

Said he saw you in your glory, 

Underneath a new-old sign 
Sipping beverage divine. 

And pledging with contented smack 
The Mermaid in the Zodiac. 

- Souls of Poets dead and gone. 

What Elysium have ye known, ’ 

Happy field or mossy cavern. 

Choicer than the Mermaid Tavern ? 

J. Keats. 


LXVI 
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the pride op youth 

Proud Maisie is in the wood. 

Walking so early ; 

Sweet Robin sits on the bush. 

Singing so rarely. 

Tell me, thou bonny bird, 

When shall I marry me ? ’ 

— ‘ When six braw gentlemen 
Kirkward shall carry ye.’ 

‘ Who makes the bridal bed. 

Birdie, say truly ? ’ 

— ‘ The gray- headed sexton 
T’hat delves the grave duly. 
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‘ The glowworm o’er grave and stone 
Shall light thee steady; 

The owl from the steeple sing 
Welcome, proud lady.’ 

Sir W. Scott, 


THE BRIDGE OF SIGHS 

One more Unfortunate 
Weary of breath, 

Rashly importunate. 

Gone to her death ! 

Take her up tenderly. 

Lift her with care ; 

Fashion’d so slenderly. 
Young, and so fair ! 

Look at her garments 
Clinging like cerements ; 
Whilst the wave constantly 
Drips from her clothing ; 
Take her up instantly, 
Loving, not loathing. 

Touch her not scornfully ; 
Think of her mournfully. 
Gently and humanly ; 

Not of the stains of her — 
All that remains of her 
Now is pure womanly. 

Make no deep scrutiny 
Into her mutiny 
Rash and undutiful : 

Past all dishonour, 

Death has left on her 
Only the beautiful. 


CCLXXIV 
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Still, for all slips of hers, 

One of Eve’s family— 

Wipe those poor lips of hers 
Oozing so clammily. 

Loop up her tresses 
Escaped from the comb. 

Her fair auburn tresses ; 

Whilst wonderment guesses 
Where was her home ? 

Who was her father ? 

Who was her mother ? 

Had she a sister ? 

Had she a brother ? 

Or was there a dearer one 
Still, and a nearer one 
Yet than all other ? 

Alas ! for the rarity 
Of Christian charity 
Under the sun ! 

Oh ! it was pitiful ! 

^sear a Avhole city full, 

Home she had none. 

Sisterly, brotherly, 

Fatherly, motherly 
Feelings had changed : 

Love, by harsh evidence. 

Thrown from its eminence ; 

Even God’s providence 
Seeming estranged. 

Where the lamps quiver 
So far in the river, 

With many a light 
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From window and casement, 
From garret to basement, 
She stood with amazement, 
Houseless by night. 


The bleak wind of March 
Made her tremble and shiver. 
But not the dark arch. 

Or the black flowing river; 
Mad from life’s history. 

Glad to death’s mystery 
Swift to be hurl’d — 

Any where, any where 
Out of the world ! 


In she plunged boldly. 

No matter how coldly 
The rough river ran, — 

Over the brink of it. 

Picture it — think of it. 
Dissolute Man ! 

Lave in it, drink of it. 
Then, if you can ! 

Take her up tenderly. 

Lift her with care ; 
Fashion’d so slenderly. 
Young, and so fair ! 

Ere her limbs frigidly 
Stiffen too rigidly, 

Decently, kindly, 

Smooth and compose them, 
An(J her eyes, close them, 
Staring so blindly ! 
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Dreadfully staring 
Thro’ muddy impurity, 

As when with the daring 
Last look of despairing 
Fix’d on futurity. 

Perishing gloomily, 

Spurr’d by contumely, 

Cold inhumanity. 

Burning insanity. 

Into her rest. 

Cross her hands humbly 
As if praying dumbly. 

Over her breast! 

Ovning her weakness. 

Her evil behaviour, 

And leaving, with meekness, 

Her sins to her Saviour. 

T. 


LXVIII 


ELEGY 

Oh snatch d away in beauty’s bloom ! 

On thee shall press no ponderous tomb; 
But on thy turf shall roses rear 
Their leaves, the earliest of the year, 

And the wild cypress wave in tender gloom : 

And oft by yon blue gushing stream 
Shall Sorrow lean her drooping head. 

And feed deep thought with many a dream, 
And lingering pause and lightly trejid ; 

Fond wretch ! as if her step disturb’d the deai 
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Awfty ! w© know that tears are vain* 

That Death nor heeds nor hears distress : 

Will this unteach us to complain ? 

Or make one mourner weep the less ? 

And thou, who tell’st me to forget, 

Thy looks are wan, thine eyes are wet. 

Lord Byron. 


LXIX 


CCLXXVI 

HESTER 


When maidens such as Hester die 
Their place ye may not well supply, 
Though ye among a thousand try 

W’^ith vain endeavour. 

A month or more hath she been dead, 
Yet cannot I by force be led 
To think upon the wormy bed 

And her together. 

A springy motion in her gait, 

A rising step, did indicate 
Of pride and joy no common rate 

That flush’d her spirit ; 

I know not by what name beside 
I shall it call : if ’twas not pride, 

It was a joy to that allied 

She did inherit. 

Her parents held the Quaker rule. 
Which doth the human feeling cool ; 
But she was train’d in Nature’s school, 

Nature had blest her. 

A waking eye, a prying mind, 

A heart that stirs, is hard to bind ; 

A hawk’s keen sight ye cannot blind, 

Ye could not Hester. 
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My spnghtly neighbour ! gone before 
lo that unknown and silent shore, 
ShaU we not meet, as heretofore 

Some summer morning-— 
When from thy cheerful eyes a ray 
Hath struck a bliss upon the day, 

A bliss that would not go away, 

A sweet fore- war ning ? 




C, Lamb. 


LXX 


TO MARY 


ccLxxvn 


If I had thought thou couldst have died, 

I might not weep for thee ; 

But I forgot, when by thy side, 

That thou couldst mortal be : 

It never through my mind had past 
The time would e’er be o’er, 

And I on thee should look my last. 

And thou shouldst smile no more ! 

And still upon that face I look. 

And think ’twill smile again ; 1 

And still the thought I will not brook 
That I must look in vain ! 

But when I speak— thou dost not say 
What thou ne’er left’st unsaid; 

And now I feel, as well I may, ' R 

Sweet Mary ! thou art dead ! 

If thou wouldst stay, e’en as thou art, 

All cold and all serene — 

I still might press thy silent heart, 

And where thy smiles have been. 20 

While e en thy chill, bleak corse I have, 

Thou seemest still mine own ; 
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But there I lay thee in thy grave 
And I am now alone ! 


I do not think, where’er thou art. 

Thou hast forgotten me ; 

And I, perhaps, may soothe this heart, 
In thinkimg too of thee : 

Yet there was round thee such a dawn 


Of light ne’er seen before, 

As fancy never could have dravii, 
And never can restore ! 


LXXl 

CORONACH 

He is gone on the mountain. 

He is lost to the forest. 

Like a summer-dned fountain. 
When our need was the sorest. 

The font reappearing 

From the raindrops shall borrow, 
But to us comes no cheering, 

To Duncan no morrow ! 

The hand of the reaper 

Takes the ears that are hoary. 
But the voice of the weeper 
Wails manhood in glo^J^ 

The autumn winds rushing 

Waft the leaves that are searest. 
But our flower was in flushing 
When blighting was nearest. 

Fleet foot on the correi, 

Sage counsel in cumber. 

Red hand in the foray, 

How sound is thy slumber ! 



25 * 
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Like the dew on the mountain, 

Like the foam on the river, 

Like the bubble on the fountain, 

Thou art gone ; and for ever ! 

Sir W, Scott. 

LXXII 

ccLxxrs 

the death bed 

We watch’d her breathing thro’ the night. 

Her breathing soft and low, 

As in her breast the wave of life 
Kept heaving to and fro. 

So silently we seem’d to speak, ^ 

So slowly moved about, 

As we had lent her half our powers 
To eke her living out. 

Our \ery hopes belied our fears, 

Our fears our hopes belied— m 

We thought her dying when she slept. 

And sleeping when she died. 

For when the morn came dim and sad 
And chill with early showers. 

Her quiet eyelids closed— she had 
Another morn than ours. jr 

T. Hood. 

LXXIII 

CCLXXX 

AGXES 

I saw her in her childhood — 

A bright, gentle thing, 
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Like the dawn of the mom. 
Or the dews of the spring : 
The daisies and hare-bells 
Her playmates all day ; 
Herself as light-hearted 
And artless as thejr. 


I saw her again — 

A fair girl of eighteen, 
Fresh glittering with graces 
Of mind and of mien. 

Her speech was all music ; 
Like moonlight she shone ; 

The envy of many. 

The glory of one. 


Years, years fleeted over — 

I stood at her foot : 

The bud had grown blossom, 
The blossom was fruit. 

A dignified mother. 

Her infant she bore ; 

And look’d, I thought, fairer 
Than ever before. 


I saw her once more — 

’Twas the day that she died ; 
Heaven’s light was around her. 
And God at her side ; 

No wants to distress her. 

No fears to appal — 

0 then, I felt, then 
She was fairest of all ! 


H, F, Lyte 
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LXXIV 


ROSABELLE 


CCLXXXI 


0 LISTEN, listen, ladies gay ! 

No haughty feat of arms I tell • 

-So^ IS the note, and sad the lay ' 
iat mourns the lovely Rosabelle. 

Moor, moor the barge, ye gallant crew ' 
Aad, gentle ladye, deign to stay ! 

Rest thee in Castle Ravensheuch, 

- or tempt the stormy firth to-day. 

The blackening wave is edged with white ; 

^ sea-mews fly • 
e fishers have heard the Water-Sprite, 
hose screams forebode that wreck is nigh. 

‘ Last night the gifted Seer did view 
A wet shroud swathed round ladye gav • 
Then stay thee, Fair, in Ravensheuch ; 

Why cross the gloomy firth to-day 

‘ Tis not because Lord Lindesay’s heir 
To-night at Roslin leads the ball. 

But that my ladye-mother there 
Sits lonely in her castle-hall. 

‘ ’Tis not because the ring they ride. 

And Lmdesay at the ring rides well, 

-But that my sire the wine will chide 
If ’tis not fill’d by Rosabelle.’ 

0 er Roslin all that dreary night 
A wondrous blaze was seen to gleam ; 

’Twas broader than the watch-fire’s light, 

And redder than the bright moonbeam. 
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It glared on Roalin’s castled rock, 

It ruddied all the copse- wood glen ; 
’Twasseen from Dryden’s groves of oak. 
And seen from cavem’d Hawthomden. 

Seem’d all on fire that chapel proud 
Where Roslin’s chiefs uncoffin’d lie, 
Each Baron, for a sable shroud. 
Sheathed in his iron panoply. 


Seem’d all on fire within, around. 

Deep- sacristy and altar’s pale ; 

Shone every pillar foliage-bound. 

And glimmer’d all the dead men’s mail. 

Blazed battlement and pinnet high. 

Blazed every rose-carved buttress fair — 
So still they blaze, when fate is nigh 
The lordly line of high Saint Clair. 





There are twenty of Roslin’s barons bold — 45 

Lie buried within that proud chapelle ; 

Each one the holy vault doth hold — 

But the sea holds lovely Rosabelle. 


And each Saint Clair was buried there; 

With candle, with book, and with knell ; 50 

But the sea-caves rung, and the wild winds sung 
The dirge of lovely Rosabelle. 

Sir W. Scott. 


LXXV ccLxxxii 

ON AN INFANT DYING AS SOON AS BORN 

I SAW where in the shroud did lurk 
A curious frame of Nature’s work ; 

A flow’ret crushed in the bud, 

A nameless piece of Babyhood, 
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AV3,s in hsr crsdlc- coffin lying j 
Extinct, with scarce the sense of dying: 

So soon to exchange the imprisoning womb 
For darker closets of the tomb ! 

She did but ope an eye, and put 
A clear beam forth, then straight up shut 
For the long dark ; ne’er more to see 
Through glasses of mortality. 

Riddle of destiny, who can show 
What thy short visit meant, or know 
What thy errand here below ? 

Shall we say, that Nature blind 
Check’d her hand, and changed her mind 
Just when she had exactly wrought 
A finish’d pattern without fault ? 

Could she flag, or could she tire. 

Or lack’d she the Promethean fire 
(With her nine moons’ long workings sicken’d) 
That should thy little limbs have quicken’d ? 
liiinbs so firm, they seem’d to assure 
Life of heo-lth, and days mature : 

W Oman s self in miniature ! 

Limbs so fair, they might ^>upply 
( I hemscL es now but cold imagery) 

The sculptor to make Leauty by. 

Or did the stern-eyed hate descry 
That babe or mother, one must die ; 

8o in mercy left the stock 

And cut the branch ; to save the shock 
Of ^ oung years widow’d, and the pain 
hen Single State comes back again 
To the lone man who, reft of wife, 

d dr^^ a maimed life ? 

The economy of Heaven is dark, 

And wisest clerks ha\’e miss’d the mark 
Why human buds, like this, should fall, 
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More brief than fly ephemeral ^ 

That has his day ; while shrivell d crones 

Stiffen with age to stocks and stones ; 

And crabbed use the conscience sears 
In sinners of an hundred years. 

Mother’s prattle, mother’s kiss, 

Baby fond, thou ne’er wilt miss ; 

Rites, which custom does impose. 

Silver bells, and baby clothes ; 

Coral redder than those lips 
Which pale death did late eclipse ; 

Music framed for infants glee. 

Whistle never tuned for thee ; 

Though thou want’st not, thou shalt have them, 

Loving hearts were they which gave them. oo 

Let not one be missing ; nurse. 

See them laid upon the hearse 
Of infant slain by doom perverse. 

Why should kings and nobles have 
Pictured trophies to their grave. 

And we, churls, to thee deny 
Thy pretty toys with thee to lie 
A more harmless vanity ? 

C. Lamb. 
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ccLxxxm 


IN MEMORIAM 

A child’s a plaything for an hour ; 

Its pretty tricks we try 
For that or for a longer space, 

Then tire, and lay it by. 


But I knew one that to itself 
All seasons could control ; 
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That would have mock’d the sense of pain 
Out of a grieved soul. 

Thou straggler into loving arms. 

Young climber up of knees. 

When I forget thy thousand ways 
Then life and all shall cease ! 

M, Lamh, 


LXXVII 

THE AEFLICTION OF MARGARET 

Where art thou, my beloved Son, 

Where art thou, worse to me than dead ? 
Oh find me, prosperous or undone ! 

Or if the grave be now thy bed, 

Why am I ignorant of the same 
That I may rest ; and neither blame 
Nor sorrow may attend thy name ? 


Seven years, alas ! to have received 
No tidings of an only child— 

To have despair’d, have hoped, believed. 
And been for evermore beguiled,— 
Sometimes with thoughts of very bliss I 
I catch at them, and then I miss ; 

Was ever darkness like to this ? 

He was among the prime in worth. 

An object beauteous to behold ; 

Well born, well bred ; I sent him forth 
Ingenuous, innocent, and bold ; 

If things ensued that wanted grace 
As hath been said, they were not base ; 
And never blush was on my face. 
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Ah ! little doth the yoimg-one dream, 
When full of play and childish cares. 
What power is in his wildest scream 
Heard by his mother unawares ! 

He knows it not, he cannot guess ; 
Years to a mother bring distress ; 

But do not make her love the less. 




-Y 


Neglect me ! no, I suffer’d long 
From that ill thought ; and being blind 
Said ‘ Pride shall help me in my wrong : 
Kind mother have I been, as kind 
As ever breathed : ’ and that is true ; 
I’ve wet my path with tears like dew, 
Weeping for him when no one knew. 

My Son, if thou be humbled, poor. 
Hopeless of honour and of gain. 

Oh ! do not dread thy mother’s door ; 
Think not of me with grief and pain : 


I now can see ^vith better eyes ; 
.\nd worldly grandeur I despise, 

And fortune with her gifts and lies. 






I Alas ! the fowls of heaven have wings, 

j And blasts of heaven will aid their flight ; 

= They mount— how short a voyage brings 

i The wanderera back to their delight ! 

Chains tie us down by land and sea ; 

And wishes, vain as mine, may be 
All that is left to comfort thee. 

! 

[ Perhaps some dungeon hears thee groan 

Maim’d, mangled by inhuman men ; 
j Or thou upon a desert thrown 

I Inheritest the lion’s den ; 
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Or hast been summon’d to the deep 
Thou, thou, and aU thy mates, to keep 

An mcommunicable sleep. 

I look for ghosts : but none will force 
The^ way to me ; ’tis falsely said 
lhat there was ever intercourse 
Between the living and the dead • 

For surely then I should have sight 
him I wait for day and night 
With love and longings infinite. 

My apprehensions come in crowds • 

I dread the rustling of the grass ; ’ 

The very shadows of the clouds 
Have power to shake me as they pass : 

1 question things, and do not find 
One that will answer to my mind ; 

And all the world appears unkind. 

Beyond participation lie 
My troubles, and beyond relief ; 

If any chance to heave a sigh. 

They pity me, and not my grief. 

Then come to me, my Son, or send 
Some tidings that my woes may end ! 

I have no other earthly friend. 

H . Wordsworth, 


LXXVIII 

CCLXSXV 

HUNTING SONG 

Waken, lords and ladies gay. 

On the mountain dawns the day ; 

All the jolly chase is here 

With hawk and horse and hunting-spear; 
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Hounds are in their couples yelling, 
Hawks are whistling, horns are knelling, 
Merrily merrily mingle they, 

‘ Waken, lords and ladies gay.’ 
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Waken, lords and ladies gay, 

The mist has left the mountain gray, 10 

Springlets in the dawn are steaming. 

Diamonds on the brake are gleaming ; 

And foresters have busy been 
To track the buck in thicket green ; 

Now we come to chant our lay, 15 

‘ Waken, lords and ladies gay.’ 


Waken, lords and ladies gay. 

To the greenwood haste away ; 

We can show you where he lies. 

Fleet of foot and tall of size ; 20 

We can show the marks he made 
When ’gainst the oak hw antlers fray’d ; 

You shall see him brought to bay ; 

‘ Waken, lords and ladies gay.’ 

Louder, louder chant the lay, 25 

Waken, lords and ladies gay ! 

Tell them youth and mirth and glee 
Run a course as well as we ; 

Time, stern huntsman ! who can baulk, 

Stanch as hound and fleet as hawk ; 30 

Think of this, and rise with day, 

Gentle lords and ladies gay ! 

Sir W, ScotU 
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LXXIX 


CCLXXXVT 

TO THE SKYLARK 


Ethereal minstrel ! pilgrim of the sky I 
Dost thou despise the earth where cares abound ? 
r while the wings aspire, are heart and eye 
ot with thy nest upon the dewy ground ? 

Th\ nest which thou canst drop into at will t 

Those quivering wings composed, that music 'still ! ‘ 

To the last point of vision, and beyond, 

warbler !— that love-prompted strain 
iwixt thee and thine a never-failing bond— 

Thrills not the less the bosom of the plain : 10 

Yet inight’st thou seem, proud privilege ! to sing 
All independent of the leafy Spring. 

Leave to the nightingale her shady wood ; 

A privacy of glorious light is thine, 

Whence thou dost pour upon the world a flood 15 
Of harmony, with instinct more divine ; 

Type of the wise, who soar, but never roam 

True to the kindred points of Heaven and Home. 

IT. Wordsworth. 


LXXX 

TO A SKYLARK 

Hail to thee, blithe Spirit ! 

Bird tliou never wert. 

That from heaven, or near it 
Pourest thy full heart 
In profuse strains of unpremeditated art. 

Higher still and higher 
From the earth thou springest, 
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T.ifeft a cloud of fire, 

The blue dwp thou wingest, 

And singing still dost soar, and soaring ever singest. 

^ » 
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In the golden lightning 
Of the sunken sun 

* 

O’er which clouds are brightening. 

Thou dost float and run, 

* an unbodied joy wh(Me raee is just begun, 




The pale purple even 
Melts around thy flight ; 

Like a star of heaven 
In the broad daylight 

Thou art unseen, but yet I hear thy shrill delight : 
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Keen as are the arrows 
Of that silver sphere, 

^Vhose intense lamp narrows 
In the white dawn clear 

Until we hardly see, we feel that it is there. 25 


All the earth and air 
With thy voice is loud, 

As, when night is bare, 

From one lonely cloud 

The moon rains out her beams, and heaven is overflow’d. 30 


What thou art we know not ; 

AVhat is most like thee ? 

V'rom rainbow clouds there flow not 
Drops so bright to see 

As from thy presence showers a rain of melody ; — 35 

Like a f»oet hidden 
In the light of thought. 

Singing hymns unbidden, 

Till the world is \vTOught 

To sympathy with hopes and fears it heeded not : 
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Like a high-born maiden 
^ palace tower, 

Soothing her love-laden 
Soul in secret hour 

^nth music sweet as love, which overflows her bower : 

Like a glow-worm golden 
In <1 (IbII of dew. 

Scattering unbcholdcn 
Its aerial hue 

mong the flowers and grass, which screen it from the view 

Like a rose embower’d 
In its own green leaves, 

By warm winds deflower’d, 

Till the scent it gives 

Makes faint with too much sweet these heary-winged thieves. 
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Sound of v^nal showers 
^ On the twinkling grass, 

Rain-awakened flowers. 

All that ever was 

Joyous and clear, and fresh, thy music doth surpass. 60 

Teach us, sprite or bird, 

hat sweet thoughts are thine i 
I have never heard 

Praise of love or wine 

lhat panted forth a flood of rapture so divine. 
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Chorus hymeneal 
^ Or triumphal chaunt, 

Hatch’d with thine, would be all 
Rut an empty vaunt — 

A thing wherein we feel there is some hidden want. 

W hat objects are the fountains 
Of thy happy strain ? 
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f What fields, or waves, or mountains ? ; . 

What shapes of sky or plain ? 

Whdt love of thine own kind ? what ignorance of pain ? 





With thy clear keen joyance 
A Languor cannot be : 

' Shadow of annoyance 

Never came near thee : 

Thou lovest; but ne’er knew love’s sad satiety. 


Waking or asleep 
Thou of death must deem 

Things more true and deep 
Than we mortals dream, 

Or how could thy notes flow in such a crystal stream ? 85 

We look before and after, 

And pine for what is not : 

Our sincerest laughter 
With some pain is fraught ; 

Our sweetest songs are those that tell of saddest thought. 90 

Yet if we could scorn 
Hate, and pride, and fear ; 

If we were things born 
Not to shed a tear, 

1 know not how thy joy we ever should come near. 95 

Better than all measures 
Of delightful sound. 

Better than all treasures 
That in books are found, 

Thy skill to poet were, thou scorner of the ground ! 100 

Teach me half the gladness 
That thv brain must know, 

Such harmonious madness 
From my lips would flow. 

The world should listen then, as I am listening now ! 105 

P. B. Shelley. 
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LXXXI 


UNNET 


ccLxxxv'ia 


Beneath these fruit-tree boughs that shed 

Of L sunshine round me spread 

f Spring s unclouded weather, 

In this sequester’d nook how sweet 

sit upon my orchard-seat ' 

And flowers and birds once more to greet 
y last year’s friends together. 

^ niark’d, the happiest guest 
^ aU this covert of the blest : 

Hail to Thee, far above the rest 
n joy of voice and pinion ! 

Thou, Linnet ! in thy green array 
Presiding Spirit here to-day 
Host lead the revels of the May ; 

And this is thy dominion. 

While birds, and butterflies, and flowers. 
Make all one band of paramours. 

Thou, ranging up and down the bowers. 

Art sole in thy employment ; 

A Life, a Presence like the air. 

Scattering thy gladness without care. 

Too blest with any one to pair ; 

Ihyself thy own enjoyment. 

Amid yon tuft of hazel trees 
That twinkle to the gusty breeze, 

Behold him perch’d in ecstasies 
Yet seeming still to hover ; 

There ! where the flutter of his wings 
Upon his back and body flings 
Shadows and sunny glimmerings. 

That cover him all over. 
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My dazzled sight he oft drives— 

A broths of the dancings leaves ; 

Then flits, and from the cottage-eaves 
Pours forth his song« in giuhes ; 

As if by that exulting -slaain 
He mock’d and treated with disdain fj 
The voicel^ Form he chose to feiff 
While flutteriim in the bushes. 

W, Word&worth. 
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CCLXXXDC 


TO THE CUCKOO 


0 BLITHE new-comer ! I have heard, 

1 hear thee and rejoice : 

O Cuckoo ! shall I call thee Bird, 

Or but a wandering Voice ? 


While I am lying on the grass 5 

Thy twofold shout I hear ; 

From hill to hill it seems to pass, 

At once far off and near. 


Though babbling only to the vale 
Of sunshine and of flowers, 10 

Thou bringest unto me a tale 
Of visionary hours. 

Thrice welcome, darling of the Spring ! 

Even yet thou art to me 
. No bird, but an invisible thing, 15 

A voice, a mystery ; 

The same whom in my school- boy days 
I listen’d to ; that Cry 
Which made me look a thousand ways 
In bush, and tree, and sky. 
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To seek thee did I often rove 
Through woods and on the green • 

And thou wert still a hope, IZl ; 
btill long d for, never seen ! 

And I can listen to thee yet ; 

Can lie upon the plain 
And listen, till I do beget 
That golden time again. 

0 blessed Bird ! the earth we pace 
Again appears to be 

An unsubstantial, faery place,"^ 

That is fit home for Thee ! 

W. Wordsworth. 
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LXXXIII 

ODE TO A NIGHTINGALE • 

My heart aches, and a drowsy numbnsgs ]^ns ^ ^ 

My sense, as though o/'hemlock'l had drunk, ko 
r emptied some dull opiafe to the drains ' 

enc- minute past, aniXSt^ards had sunk- 9^'' l' 

IQ «T_ «i ,, ^ * i ^ 

t 
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I IS not through envy of thyhi^ lot, 
iR being too happy in thine happiness,— 

That thou, light-winged Dryad of the trees. 

In some melodious ~plot ■( 

Of beechen green, and shadows numberless, 
bingest of summer in full-throated ease. 

0, for a draught of vintage! that hath been 
oo d a long age in the deep-delved earth, , 
as mg of . ^lora and the country green, 

Dance, and^ovencal song, and sunburnt mirth ^ 

or a beaker full of the warm South, ■ i , 

Full of the true, the blushful Hippocren^ ' \ 
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1 ^ 

With beaded bubbles winking„jA-4hcr brim. 

And purple -stained mouth ; 

That I might drink, and leave the world unseen, 
And with thee fade away into the forest dim : 



Fade far away, dissolve, and quite forget 
W'hat thou among the leaves hast never known. 

The weariness, the fever, and the fret 

Here, w here men sit and hear each other groan j 

* 

Where palsy shakes a few, sad, last gray hairs, 25 

Where youth grows pale, and spectre-thin, and dies ; 
Where but to think 
( And leaden-ey 
Where beaut V cannot 
Or new Love pine at them beyond to-morrow. 30 


is to be full of sorrow 

ed despairs ;/ 

keep her lustrous eyes, 






Away ! away ! for I wdll fly to thee, ^*0 '•6 ^ 
Not charioted by Baf^hus and his parda,^ 
But on the viewless wdngs of Poesy, 

Though the dull brain perplexes and retards : 
Already with thee ! tender is the night, 

And h^ly the Queen-Moon is on her throne, 




35 


Cluster’d around by all her starry Fajs ; 

But here there is no light, 

Save what from heaven is with the breezes blown 

mirriniTTVi i-orrliirrma rrlr\r\ma onrl nrin/^iTin' rjii-kcCTr -ma 

c\ .. 

^ /I^6annot see w'hat flowers are at my feet 

Nor what soft incense hangs upon the boughs, I 
But, in embalmed darkness, guess each sweet 
\Micrewith the seasoijable month endows 
Th& grass, the thjcket, and the fruit-tree wild; 45 

jMnite h^ihorn, and the pastoral egla^ine ; 

Fast fading violets cover’d up uTleaves ; 


•iKV’ 




And mid-May’s eldest child. 

The coming musk-rose, full of dewy wine. 

The murmurous haunt of flies on summer eves. 
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Darkling I listen ; and for many a time 

f-nll’rlT* Death, 

tA r soft names in many a mused rhyme, 
To take mto the air my quiet breath ; 

i ow more than ever seems it rich to die 

T. .p,„ .h. rt<l.lgh. 

1 e thou art pounng forth thy soul abroad 
In such an ecstasy ! 

X cAm ^ “ '^ain 

o thy^high requiem become a sod. 


Thou wast not born for death, immortal Bird I 
No hungry generations tread thee down ; 

The voice I hear this passing night was heard 
In ancient days by emperor and clown : 

Perhaps the self-same song that found a path 

Through the sad heart of %th, when, sick for home, 
bhe stood in tears amid the alien corn; 

The same that oft-times hath 
Charm’d magic casements, opening on the foam 
P®^ilons seas, in faery lands forlorn. 


Forlorn ! the very word is like a bell 
To toll me back from thee to my sole self ! 
Adieu ! the fancy cannot cheat so well 
As she is famed to do, deceiving elf. " 

Adieu ! adieu ! thy plaintive anthem fades 
Past the near meadows, over^the still stream. 
Up the hill- side ; and now ’tis buried deep 
In the next valley- glades : 

Was it a vision, or a waking dream ? 

Fled is that music : — Do I wake or sleep ? 



«/. Keats. 
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LXXXIV ' , ■ : ■'• ■ ccxci 

UPON WESTMINSTER BRIDGE, SEPT. 3^ 1802 

-r 

Earth has not anything to show more fair : 

Dull would he be of soul who could pass by 
A sight so touching in its majesty : 

This City now doth like a garment wear 


-Tir- ■**'’•?*» 


The beauty of the morning : silent, bare, 6 

Ships, towers, domes, theatres, and temples lie 
Open unto the fields, and to the sky, — 

All bright and glittering in the smokeless air. 

Never did sun more beautifully steep 

In his first splendour valley, rock, or hill ; 10 

Ne’er saw I, never felt, a calm so deep ! 


The river glideth at his own sweet will : 

Dear God ! the very houses seem asleep ; 

And all that mighty heart is lying still ! 

W. Wordsicarth. 


LXXXV ccxcn 

To one who has been long in city pent, 

’Tis very sweet to look into the fair 

And open face of heaven, — to breathe a prayer 

Full in the smile of the blue firmament. 

Who is more happy, when, with heart’s content, 5 
Fatigued he sinks into some pleasant lair 
Of wavy grass, and reads a debonair 
And gentle tale of love and languish ment ? 

Returning home at evening, with an ear 

Catching the notes of Philomel, — an eye 10 

Watching the sailing cloudlet’s bright career, 

G.T. IV. D 
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That falls through the clear ether silently. 


«/. Keats, 


LXXXVI 


OZYMANBIAS 


ccxcm 


I met a traveller from an antique land 

Stand t L Iir i 

Ho If , "ear them on the sand, 

And “^ti *.1 ^ -B5S«® lies, whose frown 
Md Med hp and sneer of cold command 

TeU that Its sculptor well those passions read \j 

t!:' h ‘bese lifelS things. 

The hand that mock’d them and the heart that fei ■ 

And on the pedestal these words appear ; 

My name is Ozymandias, Idng of Icings : 

ook on my works, ye Mighty, and despair ! ’ 

Nothing beside remains. Round the decay. , J.v 

Of that colossal wreck, boundless and bare, ^ 

Ihe lone and level sands stretch far away. ' 

P. B. Shelley. 
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LXXXVII 

ccxcrv 

COMPOSED AT NEIDPATH CASTLE THE 

property of lord QUEENSBERRY. 

1803 

Degenerate Douglas ! oh, the unworthy lord ! 
om mere despite of heart could so far please 
nd love of havoc, (for with such disease 
Fame taxes him,) that he could send forth word 
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To level with the dust a noble horde, 

A brotherhood of venerable trees, 

Leaving an ancient dome, and towers like these. 
Beggar’d and outraged ! — Many hearts deplored 

The fate of those old trees ; and oft with pain 
The traveller at this day will stop and gaze 10 

On A\Tongs,. which Nature scarcely seems to heed : 

For shelter’d places, bosoms, nooks, and bays, 

And the pure mountains, and the gentle Tweed, 

And the green silent pastures, yet remain. 


W. Wordsworth. 


LXXXVIII 


ccxcv 


THE BEECH TREE’S PETITION 

0 LEAVE this barren spot to me ! 

Spare, woodman, spare the beechen tree ! 

Though bush or floweret never grow 
My dark unwarming shade below ; 

Nor summer bud perfume the dew 5 

Of rosy blush, or 3 -ellow hue ; 

Nor fruits of autumn, blossom- bora. 

My green and glossy leaves adorn ; 

Nor murmuring tribes from me derive 
Th’ ambrosial amber of the hive ; 10 

Yet leave this barren spot to me : 
kSpare, woodman, spare the beechen tree ! 

Thrice twenty summers I have seen 


The skj’ grow bright, the forest green ; 
And many a wintrj’ wind have stood 
In bloomless, fruitless solitude. 
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the golden treasury 

Smce childhood in my pleasant bower 
irs spent its sweet and sportive hour • 

Smce youthful lovers in my shade 
Their vmvs of truth and rapture made. 

And on my trunk’s surviving frame 
Carved many a long-forgotten name. 

h . by the sighs of gentle sound. 

First breathed upon this sacred ground ; 

y ail that Love has whisper’d here, o 

Or Beauty heard with ravish’d ear; 

As Love 8 own altar honour me ; 

Spare, woodman, spare the beechen tree I 

T, Campbell. 

LXXXIX 

CCXCVI 

ADMONITION TO A TRAVELLER 

A BS, there is holy pleasure in thine eye ' 

-The lovely Cottage in the guardian nook 

Hath stirr’d thee deeply ; with its own dear brook, 

Its own small pasture, almost its own sky I 

But covet not the abode ; forbear to sigh fj 

As many do, repining while they look ; 

Intruders-— who would tear from Nature’s book 
I his precious leaf with harsh impiety. 

—Think what the home must be if it were thine 

Even thine, though few thy wants .'-Roof, window, door, 
ine very flowers are sacred to the Poor, jj 

The roses to the porch which they entwine; 

Yea, all that now enchants thee, from the day 
On which it should be touch’d, would melt away ! 

W. Wordsworth. 




TO THE HIGHLAND GIRL OF INVERSNEYDE 

A 

Sweet Highland Girl, a very shower 
Of beauty is thy earthly dower ! 

Twice seven consenting years have shed 
Their utmost bounty on thy head : 

And these gray rocks, that household lawn, 5 

Those trees — a veil just half withdrawn, 

This fall of water that doth make 

« 

A murmur near the silent lake, 

This little bay, a quiet road 

That holds in shelter thy abode ; 10 

I 

In truth together ye do seem 

Like something fashion’d in a dream ; 

Such forms as from their covert peep 
When earthly car^ are laid asleep ! 

But 0 fair Creature ! in the light 15 

Of common day, so heavenly bright, 

I bless Thee, Vision as thou art, 

I bless thee with a human heart : 

God shield thee to thy latest years ! 

Thee neither know I nor thy peers : 20 

And yet my eyes are fill’d with tears. 

« 

With earnest feeling I shall pray 
For thee when I am far away ; 

For never saw I mien or face 

In which more plainly I could trace 25 

Beniimitv and home-bred sense 
Ripening in perfect innocence. 

Here, scatter’d like a random seed, 

Remote from men. Thou dost not need 
The embarrass’d look of shv distress, 

And maidenly shamefacedness : 
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Thou wear’st upon thy foithead clear 
1 he freedom of a Mountaineer : 

A face with gladness overspread ; 

Soft smiles, by human kindness bred ; 
And seemliness complete, that sways 
Thy courtesies, about thee plays ; 
With no restraint, but such as springs 
Urom quick and eager visitings 
Of thoughts that lie beyond the reach 
Of thy few words of English speech : 

A bondage sv^eetly brook’d, a strife 
That gives thy gestures grace and life ! 
So have I, not unmoved in mind. 

Seen birds of tempest -loving kind 

Thus beating up against the wind. 


\Vhat hand but would a garland cull 
For thee who art so beautiful ? 

0 happy pleasure ! here to dwell 
Beside thee in some heathy dell ; 

Adopt your homely ways, and dress, 

A shepherd, thou a shepherdess ! 

But I could frame a wish for thee 
IVIore like a grave reality ; 

Thou art to me but as a wave 
Of the wild sea : and I w-ould have 
Some claim upon thee, if I could. 

Though but of common neighbourhood. 
What joy to hear thee, and to see ! 

Thy elder brother I would be. 

Thy father— anything to thee. 

Now thanks to Heaven ! that of its grace 
Hath led me to this lonely place : 

Joy have I had ; and going hence 
I bear away my recompence. 



In spots like these it is we prize - 
Our Memory, feel that she hath eyes : 

Then why should I be loth to stir ? 

I feel this place was made for her ; 

To give new pleasure like the past, 70 

Continued long as life shall last. 

Xor am I loth, though pleased at heart, 

Sweet Highland Girl ! from thee to part ; 

For I, methinks, till I grow old 

As fair before me shall behold 75 

As I do now, the cabin small. 

The lake, the bay, the waterfall ; 

And Thee, the Spirit of them all ! 

ir. Wordsworth. 


XCI ccxcvin 

THE REAPER 

Behold her, single in the field, 

Yon solitary Highland Lass ! 

Reaping and singing by herself ; 

Stop here, or gently pass ! 

Alone she cuts and binds the grain, 5 

And sings a melancholy strain ; 

0 listen ! for the vale profound 
Is overflowing with the sound. 

No nightingale did ever chaunt 

More welcome notes to weary bands 10 

Of travellers in some shady haunt. 

Among Arabian sands : 

A voice so thrilling ne’er was heard 
In spring-time from the cuckoo-bird, 

Breaking the silence of the seas 15 

Among the farthest Hebrides. 
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THE GOLDEN TREASURY 

^lU no one tell me what she sings ? 
Perhaps the plaintiye numbers flow 
For old, unhappy, far-off things, 

And battlos long cigo i 

Or is it some more humble lay, 

Familiar matter of to-day ? 

Some natural sorrow, loss, or pain. 

That has been, and may be again ! 

Whate’er the theme, the maiden sang 
As if her song could have no ending ; 

I saw her singing at her work, 

And 0 er the sickle bending ; 

I listen’d, motionless and still ; 

And, as I mounted u}) the hill, 

The music in my heart I bore 
Long after it was heard no more. 

IF. Wordsworth 


20 




THE REVERIE OF POOR SUSAN 


CCXCTX 


At the corner of Wood Street, when daylight appears. 
Hangs a Thrush that sings loud, it has sung for three vears ; 
1 oor Susan has pass’d by the spot, and has heard ' 
n the silence of morning the song of the bird. 

Tis a note of enchantment ; what ^ils her ? She sees 5 
A mountain ascending, a vision of trees ; 

Bright volumes of vapour through Lothbmy glide, 

And a nver flows on through the vale of Cheapside^ 

Green pastures she views in the midst of the dale 

ovn which she so often has tripp’d with her-rniTT^ 10 
And a single small cottage, a nest like a dove’s, 
the one only dwelling on earth that she loves. 
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She looks, and her heart is in heaven: but they fade, 
The mist and the river, the hill and the shade ; 

The stream will not flow, and the hill will not rise. 

And the colours have all pass’d away from her eyes ! 

IT Wnr/fjnrnr^ 
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xcm 

TO A LADY, WITH A GUITAR 

Ariel to Miranda : — ^Take 
This slave of music, for the sake 
Of him, who is the slave of thee ; 
And teach it all the harmony 
In which thou canst, and only thou, 
Make the delighted spirit glow, 

Till joy denies itself again 
And, too intense, is turn’d to pain. 
For by permission and command 
Of thine own Prince Ferdinand, 

Poor Ariel sends this silent token 
Of more than ever can be spoken ; 
Your guardian spirit, Ariel, w ho 
From life to life must still pursue 
Your happiness, for thus alone 
Can Ariel ever find his own. 

From Prospero’s enchanted cell. 

As the mighty verses tell, 

. To the throne of Naples he 
Lit you o’er the trackless sea, 
Flitting on, your prow before, 

Like a living meteor. 

When you die, the silent Moon 

m 

In her interlunar swoon 
Is not sadder in her cell 
Than deserted Ariel : — 


ccc 
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^\hen you live again on earth 
Like an unseen Star of birth 
Ariel guides you o’er the sea 
Of life from your nativity 
Many changes have been run 
Since Ferdinand and you begun 
Your course of love, and Ariel still 
Has track’d your steps and served your 
Now in humbler, happier lot, 

Tiiis is all remember’d not ; 

And now, alas ! the poor Sprite is 
Imprison’d for some fault of his 
In a body like a grave — 

From you he only dares to crave, 
kor his service and his sorrow, 

A smile to day, a song to morrow. 

The artist who this idol wrought 
To echo all harmonious thought 
Fell d a tree, while on the steep 
The w oods were in their winter sleep, 
Lock d in that repose divine 
On the wind-swept Apennine ; 

And dreaming, some of Autumn past. 
And some of Spring approaching fast, 
And some of April buds and showers, 

And some of songs in July bowers. 

And all of love i And so this tree, 

Oh that such our death may be ! 

Died in sleep, and felt no pain, 

To live in happier form again : 

krom which, beneath heaven's fairest star, 

I he artist wrought this loved Guitar ; 

And taught it justly to reply 
lo all who question skilfully 
In language gentle as thine own ; 
Whispering in enamour’d tone 
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Sweet oracles of woods and dells, 
And summer winds in sylvan cells : 
— For it had learnt all harmonies 


Of the plains and of the skies. 

Of the forests and the mountains, 

• » 

And the manv-voicM fountains ; 

The clearest echoes of the hills. 

The softest notes of falling rills. 

The melodies of birds and bees, 

The murmuring of summer seas, 

And pattering rain, and breathing dew, 
And airs of evening ; and it knew' 

That seldom-heard mysterious sound 
Which, driven on its diurnal round, 

As it floats through boundless day. 

Our w’orld enkindles on its way : 

— All this it knows, but will not tell 

ik 

To those who cannot question well 
The Spirit that inhabits it ; 

It talks according to the wdt 
Of its companions ; and no more 
Is heard than has been felt before 
By those w'ho tempt it to betray 
These secrets of an elder day. 

But, sw'eetly as its answers w'ill 
Flatter hands of perfect skill. 

It keeps its highest holiest tone 
For our beloved Friend alone. 


P. B. 


THE DAFFODILS 

I wander’d lonely as a cloud 

That floats on high o’er vales and hills, 

When all at once I saw a crowd. 
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A host of golden daffodils, 

Reside the lake, beneath the trees, 

Fluttering and dancing in the brecw. 

Continuous as the stars that shine 
And twinkle on the milky way, 
they stretch d in ncver-endin<^ line 
Along the margin of a bay : 

Ten thousand saw 1 at a glance 
Tossing their heads in sprightly dance. 

The waves beside them danced, but they 
Out-did the s])arkling wa\’es in elc^e : — 

A Poet could not but be ga\- 
In such a jocund comjiany ! 

1 gazed —and gazed— but litth' thought 
U hat \\ (‘a]th IIk' show to na* had hroieglit ; 

For ott. wlien on my coiuii 1 lie 
In Vacant or in pensive mood. 

they Hash u{)on that inward ev(‘ 

*. 

Which is tlie hli .s of solitude; 

And tluai my heart with pleasure lills. 

And d aijciiS with the (la flodils. 

II . II erdsa -u c- 



TO THK ])AIS\' 


V\iTH little 1 m U'c to do or sec 
Of thiugs tfiat in the great W'uM be. 
Sweet h-d-iy ! oft 1 talk to thee 

j 

I' ' llioii oj’t 

M. 

Th oil unassuudng ( ommon place 
Xatuna with that liomclv la(;e, 
And yet with something of a gu'a(;e 
W'hi eh Love make-i lor tfior^ ' 


< < ' I 
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Oft on the dappled turf at ease < ?; 

I sit and play with similes, 

Loose types of things through all degrees 
Thoughts of thy raising ; 

And many a fond and idle name 
I give to thee, for praise or blame 
As is the humour of the game. 

While I am gazing. 



- "X- ■* »- 
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A nun demure, of lowly port ; 

Or sprightly maiden, of Lovers court. 

In thy simplicity the sport 

Of all temptations ; 20 

A queen in crown of rubies drest ; 

A starveling in a scanty vest ; 

Are all, as seems to suit thee best. 

Thy appellations. 

A little Cyclops, with one eye 25 

Staring to threaten and defy, 

That thought comes next — and instantly 
The freak is over, 

The shape will vanish, and behold ! 

A silver shield with boss of gold 30 

That spreads itself, some faery bold 
In fight to cover. 


I see thee glittering from afar — 

And then thou art a pretty star, 

Not quite so fair as many are 35 

In heaven above thee ! 

Yet like a star, with glittering crest. 

Self-poised in air thou seem’st to rest ; 

May peace come never to his nest 
Who shall reprove thee ! 
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Sweet Flower ! for by that name at last 
When all my reveries are past 
I call thee, and to that cleave fast, 

Sweet silent Creature ! 

That breath st with me in sun and air. 

Do thou, as thou art wont, repair 
My heart with gladness, and a share 
Of thy meek nature ! 

W. Wordsworth. 


XCVI 


ODE TO AUTUMN 


ccciit 


Season of mists and mellow fruitfulness. 

Close bosom-friend of the maturing sun ; 

Conspiring with him how to load and bless 
\\ ith fruit the vines that round the thatch- eaves run ; 
To bend with apples the moss’d cottage- trees, 5 

And fill all fruit with ripeness to the core ; 

To swell the gourd, and plump the hazel shells 
With a sweet kernel ; to set budding more, 

And still more, later flowers for the bees, 

Until they think warm days will never cease; 10 

For Summer has o’erbrimm’d their clammy cells. 

Who hath not seen thee oft amid thy store ? 

Sometimes whoever seeks abroad may find 

Thee sitting careless on a granary floor, 

rhy hair soft- lifted by the winnowing wind ; IT) 

Or on a half-reap’d furrow sound asleep, 

Drowsed with the fume of poppies, while thy hook 
Spares the next swath and all its twined flowers : 

And sometimes like a gleaner thou dost keep 

Steady thy laden head across a brook ; 20 

Or by a cyder-press, with patient look, 

Thou watchest the last oozings, hours by hours. 
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Where are the songs of Spring ? Ay, where are they ? 
Think not of them, thou hast thy music too, — 

While barrM clouds bloom the soft-dying day 25 

And touch the stubble-plains ^ith rosy hue ; 

Then in a wailful choir the small gnats mourn 
Among the river-sallows, borne aloft 
Or sinking as the light wind lives or dies ; 

And full-grown lambs loud bleat from hilly bourn ; 30 

Hedge-crickets sing; and now with treble soft 
The red-breast whistles from a garden-croft ; 


And gathering swallows twitter in the skies. 

J. Keats, 


XCVTI ccciv 

ODE TO WINTER 

Germany, December, 1800 

When first the fiery- mantled Sun 
His heavenly race began to run. 

Round the earth and ocean blue 
His children four the Seasons flew. 

First, in green apparel dancing, 5 

The young Spring smiled w ith angel-grace ; 

Rosy Summer next advancing, 

Rush’d into her sire’s embrace — 

Her bright- hair’d sire, who bade her keep 
For ever nearest to his smiles, 10 

On Calpe’s olive-shaded steep 
Or India's citron-cover’d isles ; 

More remote, and buxom-brown. 

The Queen of vintage bow’d before his throne ; 

A rich pomegranate gemm’d her crown, 15 

A ripe sheaf bound her zone. 

But howling Winter fled afar 
To hills that prop the polar star ; 
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And loves on deer- borne car to ride 

With barren darkness by his side, 

Round the shore where loud Lofoden 
Whirls to death the roaring whale. 

Round the hall where Runic Odin 
^ Howls his war-song to the gale; 

Save when adown the ravaged globe 
He travels on his native storm, 

Deflowering Nature’s grassy robe 

trampling on her faded form 
I'iil light’s returning Lord assume 

The shaft that drives him to his polar field. 
Of power to pierce his raven plume 

And crystal-cover’d shield. 

h-' 

Oh, sire of storms ! whose savage ear 
The Lapland drum delights to hear. 

When Frenzy with her blood-shot eye 
Implores thy dreadful deity— 

Archangel ! Power of desolation ! 

Fast descending as thou art. 

Say, hath mortal invocation 
Spells to touch thv stonv heart ’ 

^ V • 

ihen, sullen Winter ! hear my prayer. 

And gently rule the min’d vear ■ 

’KT K/ y 

A or chill the wanderer’s bosom bare 
Nor freeze the WTetch’s falling tear : 

To shuddering Want’s unmantled bed 
Thy horror- breathing agues cease to lend, 

^Aid gently on the orphan head 
Of Innocence descend. 

Rut chiefly spare, O king of clouds ! 

The sailor on his airy shrouds, 

W^hen wrecks and beacons strew the steep, 

And spectres walk along the deep. 



Milder yet thy snowy breezes ? • ; 

Pour on yonder tented shores, 

Where the Rhine’s broad billow freezes, 56 

Or the dark-brown Danube roars. 

Oh, winds of winter ! list ye there 
To many a deep and dying groan ? 

Or start, ye demons of the midmght air, 

At shrieks and thunders louder than your own ? 60 
Alas ! ev’n your unhallow’d breath 
May spare the victim fallen low ; 

But Man will ask no truce to death, — 

No bounds to human woe. 


T. CampheU 


XCVIII 


cccv 


YARROW UNVISITED 


1803 


From Stirling Castle we had seen 
The mazy Forth unravell’d. 


Had trod the banks of Clyde and Tay, 
And with the Tweed had tra veil’d ; 


And w’hen we came to Clovenford, 
Then said my ‘ winsome Marrow,’ 

‘ Whate’er betide, we’ll turn aside. 
And see the Braes of Yarrow.’ 


5 


‘ Let Yarrow folk, frae Selkirk town, 
Who have been buying, selling. 

Go back to Yarrow, ’tis their own. 
Each maiden to her dwelling ! 

On Yarrow’s banks let herons feed. 
Hares couch, and rabbits burrow ; 

But we' will downward with the Tweed 
Nor turn aside to Yarrow. 


15 
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‘There’s Gala Water, Leader Haughs, 

Both lying right before us ; 

And Dryburgh, where with chiming Tweed 
the Imtwhites sing in chorus ; 

1 here’s pleasant Tiviot-dale, a land 
Made blithe with plough and harrow • 

Why throw away a needful day ’ 

To go m search of Yarrow ? 

‘ What’s Yarrow but a river bare 
That glides the dark hills under ? 

Ihere are a thousand such elsewhere 
As worthy of your wonder.’ 

—Strange w^ords they seem’d of slight and i 
My True-love sigh’d for sorrow, 

And look d me in the face, to think 
1 thus could speak of Harrow ! 

O green, said I, ‘ are Yarrow’s holms, 

And sv eet is Yarrow flowing ! 

Fair liangs the apple frae the rock. 

But \\ e will leave it growing. 

O er hilly path and open strath 
We’ll wander Scotland thorough; 

But, though so near, we will not turn 
into the dale of Yarrow. 

Let beeves and home-bred kine partake 
The sweets of Burn-mill meadow ; 

The* swjin on still Saint Marj'^’s Lake 
Float double, swan and shadow ! 

We will not see them ; will not go 
To-day, nor yet to-morrow ; 

Lnough if in our hearts we know 
Fhere s such a place as \ arrow. 

Be \ arrow stream unseen, unknown ! 

It must, or we shall rue it ; 
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We have a vision of our own. 

Ah ! why should we undo it ? 

The treasured dreams of times long past, 
We’ll keep them, winsome Marrow ! 

For when we’re there, although ’tis fair, 
’Twill be another Yarrow ! ^ 
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‘ If Care with freezing years should come 
And wandering seem but folly, — 

Should we be loth to stir from home. 

And yet be melancholy ; ' 

Should life be dull, and spirits low, 

’Twill soothe us in our sorrow 

That earth has something yet to show. 

The bonny holms of Yarrow ! ’ 

Tl\ Wordsu'orth. 


XCIX 


CCCVI 

YARROW VISITED 
September, 1814 


And is this — Yarrow ? — This the stream 
Of which my fancy cherish’d 
So faithfully, a waking dream, 

An image that hath perish’d ? 

0 that some minstrel’s harp were near 5 

To utter notes of gladness 

And chase this silence from the air, 

That fills my heart with sadness ! 

Yet why ? — a silvery current flows 
With uncontroU’d meanderings ; 10 

Nor have these eyes by greener hills 
Been soothed, in all my w^anderings. 

And, through her depths, Saint Mary’s Lake 
Is visibly delighted ; 
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For not a feature of these hills 
Is in the mirror slighted. 

A blue sky bends o’er Yarrow Vale, 

Save where that pearly whiteness 
Is round the rising sun diffused, 

A tender hazy brightness ; 

Mild dawn of promise ! that excludes 
All profitless dejection ; 

Though not unwilling here to admit 
A pensive recollection. 

Where was it that the famous Flower 
Of Yarrow Vale lay bleeding ? 

His bed perchance was yon smooth mound 
On which the herd is feeding : 

And haply from this crystal pool, 

^ow peaceful as the morning. 

The Water-wTaith ascended thrice, 

And gave his doleful warning. 

Delicious is the lay that sings 
I he haunts of happy lovers, 

1 he path that leads them to the grove, 

The leafy grove that cov^ers : 

^\nd pity sanctifies the verse 
that paints, by strength of sorrow. 

The unconquerable strength of love; 

-Bear witness, rueful Yarrow’ ! 

But thou that didst appear so fair 
To fond imagination, 

Dost rival in the light of day 
Her delicate creation ; 

Meek loveliness is round thee spread, 

A softness still and holv : 

The grace of forest charms decay’d. 

And pastoral melancholv. 
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That region left, the vale unfolds ^ 
Rich groves of lofty stature. 

With Yarrow winding through the pomp 


Of cultivated nature ; 

And rising from those lofty groves 


Behold a ruin hoary, 

The shatter’d front of Newark’s towers, 
Renown’d in Border story. 


Fair scenes for childhood’s opening bloom, 
For sportive youth to stray in, 

For manhood to enjoy his strength. 

And age to wear away in ! 

Yon cottage seems a bower of bliss, 

A covert for protection 

Of tender thoughts that nestle there — 

The brood of chaste affection. 


How sweet on tliis autumnal day 65 

The wild- wood fruits to gather. 

And on my True-love’s forehead plant 
A crest of blooming heather ! 

And what if I enu reathed my own ? 

’Twere no offence to reason ; 70 

The sober hills thus deck their brows 
To meet the wintry season. 



I see — but not by sight alone, 

Loved Yarrow, have I w’on thee ; 

A ray of Fancy still survives — 75 

Her sunshine plays upon thee ! 

Thy ever-youthful waters keep 
A course of lively pleasure ; 

And gladsome notes my lips can breathe 
Accordant to the measure. SO 


The vapoms linger round the heights. 
They melt, and soon must vanish ; 
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One hour is theirs, nor more is mine — 

Sad thought ! which I would banish, 

But that I know, where’er I go, 85 

Thy genuine image. Yarrow ! 

Will dwell with me, to heighten joy, 

And cheer my mind in sorrow. 

W. Wordsworth* 

C cccvii 

THE INVITATION 

Best and brightest, come away, — 

Fairer far than this fair Day, 

Which, like thee, to those in sorrow 
Comes to bid a sweet good -morrow 
To the rough year just awake 
In its cradle on the brake. 

The brightest hour of unborn Spring 
Through tne winter wandering, 

Found, it seems, the halc 3 ^on morn 
To hoar February born ; 

Bending from heaven, in azure mirth. 

It kiss’d the forehead of the earth, 

And smiled upon the silent sea, 

And bade the frozen streams be free, 

And waked to music all their fountains. 

And breathed upon the frozen mountains, 

And like a prophetess of May 
Strew’d flowers upon the barren wa^'. 

Making the wintry world appear 
Like one on whom thou smilest, dear, 

A^va}^, away, from men and towns. 

To the wdld woods and the downs — 

To the silent wdlderness 
Where the soul need not repress 


5 
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A 


i 

Its music, lest it should not find 
An echo in another’s mind, 

While the touch of Na;ture’s art 
Harmonizes heart to heart. ^ 



Radiant Sister of the Day 
Awake ! arise ! and come away ! 30 

To the wild woods and the plains. 

To the pools where winter rains 

V 

Image all their roof of leaves. 

Where the pine ite garland weaves 

Of sapless green, and ivy dun, - 35 

Round stems that never kiss the sun ; 


Where the lavms and pastures be 


And the sandhills of the sea ; 


Where the melting hoar-frost wets 

The daisy- star that never sets, 40 

«•*, 

And wind-flowers and violets 


Which yet join not scent to hue 
Crown the pale year weak and new ; 

When the night is left behind 

In the deep cast, dim and blind, 45 

And the blue noon is over us. 

And the multitudinous 


Billows murmur at our feet, 

\\ here the earth and ocean meet. 

And all things seem only one 50 

In the univei'sal Sun. 


P, B. Shelley. 


cccvni 

THE RECOLLECTION 

Now the last day of many days. 

All beautiful and bright as thou. 

The loveliest and the last, is dead : 

Rise, Memory, and write its praise! 
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Up — to thy wonted work ! come, trace 
The epitaph of glory fled, 

For now the earth has changed its face, 
A frown is on the heaven’s brow. 

We wander’d to the Pine Forest 
That skirts the Ocean's foam ; 

The lightest wind was in its nest, 

The tempest in its home. 

The whispering waves were half asleep. 
The clouds were gone to play. 

And on the bosom of the deep 
The smile of heaven lay ; 

It seem’d as if the hour were one 
Sent from beyond the skies 
Which scatter’d from above the sun 
A light of Paradise ! 

We paused amid the pines that stood 
The giants of the waste, 

Tortured by storms to shapes as rude 
As serpents interlaced, — 

And soothed by every azure breath 
That under heaven is blown. 

To harmonies and hues beneath, 

As tender as its own : 

Now all the tree-tops lay asleep 

* 

Like green waves on the sea, 

As stiU as in the silent deep 
The ocean- woods may be. 

How calm it was ! — The silence there 
By such a chain was bound. 

That even the busy woodpecker 
Made stiller with her sound 
The inviolable quietness ; 

The breath of peace we drew 
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With its soft motion made not 1^ 
The calm that round us grew. 

There seemed, from the remotest seat 
Of the white mountain waste 
To the soft flower beneath our feet, 

A magic circle traced, — 

A spirit interfused around, 

A thrilling silent life ; 

To momentary peace it bound 
Our mortal nature’s strife ; — 

And still I felt the centre of 
The magic circle there 
Was one fair form that fill’d with love 
The lifeless atmosphere. 






40 


45 


50 


We paused beside the pools that lie 
Under the forest bough ; 

Each seem’d as ’twere a little sky 65 

Gulf’d in a world below ; 

A firmament of purple light 
Which in the dark earth lay, 

More boundless than the depth of night 

And purer than the day — flO 

In which the lovely forests grew 
As in the upper air. 

More perfect both in shape and hue 
Than any spreading there. 

There lay the glade and neighbouring lawn, 65 
And through the dark-green wood 
The white sun twinkling like the da^ivu 
Out of a speckled cloud. 

Sweet views which in our world above 
Can never well be seen 70 

Were imaged in the water’s love 
Of that fair forest green : 

And all was interfused beneath 
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With an Elysian glow. 

An atmosphere without a breath, 75 

A softer day below. 

Like one beloved, the scene had lent 
To the dark water’s breast 
Its every leaf and lineament 

With more than truth exprest ; 80 

Until an envious wind crept by. 

Like an unwelcome thought 
Which from the mind’s too faithful eye 
Blots one dear image out. 

— Though thou art ever fair and kind, 85 

The forests ever green, 

Less oft is peace in Shelley’s mind 
Than calm in waters seen ! 

P. B. Shelley. 


CCCIX 

BY THE SEA 

It is a beauteous evening, calm and free ; 

The holy time is quiet as a Nun 
Breathless with adoration ; the broad sun 
Is sinking down in its tranquillity ; 

The gentleness of heaven is on the Sea ; 5 

Listen ! the mighty Being is awake, 

And doth with his eternal motion make 
A sound like thunder — everlastingly. 

Dear child ! dear girl ! that walkest with me here, 

If thou appear untouch’d by solemn thought 10 

Thy nature is not therefore less divine : 

Thou liest in Abraham’s bosom all the year. 

And worshipp’st at the Temple’s inner shrine, 

God being with thee when we know it not. 

W. Wcyrdsworth. 




CIII cccx 

SONG TO THE EVENING STAR 

Star that biingest home the bee, 

And sett’st the weary labourer free ! 

If any atar shed peace, ’tis Thou 

That send’st it from above, 

* 

Appearing when Heaven’s breath and brow 5 
' Are sweet as hers we love. 

Come to the luxuriant skies, 

Whilst the landscape’s odours rise. 

Whilst far-off lowing herds are heard 

And songs when toil is done, 10 

From cottages whose smoke unstirr’d 
Curls yellow in the sun. 

Star of love’s soft interviews. 

Parted lovers on thee muse ; 

Their remembrancer in Heaven 15 

Of thrilling vows thou art, 

Too delicious to be riven 
By absence from the heart. 

T. Camphell. 


CIV CCCXI 

DATUR HORA QUIEIT 

The sun upon the lake is low, 

The wild birds hush their song, 

The hills have evening’s deepest glow. 

Yet Leonard tarries long. 
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Now all whom varied toil and care S 

From home and love divide, 

In the calm sunset may repair 
Each to the loved one’s side. 

The noble dame, on turret high, 

Who waits her gallant knight, lo 

Looks to the western beam to spy 
The flash of armour bright. 

The village maid, with hand on brow 
The level ray to shade. 

Upon the footpath w^atches now 15 

For Colin’s darkening plaid. 

Now to their mates the wild swans row, 

By day they swam apart. 

And to the thicket w^anders slow 
The hind beside the hart. 20 

The w’oodlark at his partner’s side 
Twitters his closing song — 

All meet whom day and care divide. 

But Leonard tarries long ! 

Sir W. Scott. 


CCCXll 

TO THE MOON 

Art thou pale for weariness 
Of climbing heaven, and gazing on the earth. 
Wandering companionless 
Among the stars that have a different birth. — 

And ever changing, like a joyless eye 
That fi.nds no object w orth its constancy ? 

F. B. Shelley. 




A FLOCK of sheep that leisurely pass by 
One after one ; the sound of rain, and bees 
Murmuring ; the fall of rivers, winds and seas, ' 
Smooth fields, white sheets of water, and pure sky : 

I’ve thought of all by turns, and yet do lie 5 

Sleepless ; and soon the small birds’ melodies 
Must hear, first utter’d from my orchard trees, 

And the first cuckoo’s melancholy cry. 

Even thus last night, .and two nights more I lay. 

And could not win thee. Sleep ! by any stealth : 10 

So do not let me wear to-night away : 

Without Thee what is all the morning’s wealth ? 

Come, bl^s6d barrier between day and day. 

Dear mother of fresh thoughts and joyous health ! 

W. Wordsworth. 


evil cocxiv 

THE SOLDIER’S DREAM 

Our bugles sang truce, for the night-cloud had lower’d. 
And the sentinel stars set their watch in the sky ; 

And thousands had sunk on the ground overpower’d. 

The weary to sleep, and the wounded to die. 

When reposing that night on my pallet of straw 5 

By the wolf-Gcaring faggot that guarded the slain. 

At the dead of the night a sweet V'ision I saw ; 

And thrice ere the morning I dreamt it again. 
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^(‘thought from the battle-field’s dreadful array 
Xar, far, I had roam’d on a desolate track: 

Twas Autumn,— and sunshine arose on the way 
To the home of my fathers, that welcomed me back. 


10 


I flew to the pleasant fields traversed so oft 
In life’s morning march, when my bosom was younc^ • 

1 heard my own mountain-goats bleating aloft, ” ’l 5 
And knew the sweet .strain that the corn-reapers sung. 


fhen pledged w^e the wine-cup, and fondly I swore 

1 rom my home and my wee^Ding friends never to part; 
Hy little ones kiss’d me a thousand times o’er. 

And my wife sobb’d aloud in her fulness of heart. 20 


Stay— stay with us '—rest !— thou art w^eary and worn ! 
And fain was their W'ar- broken soldier to stay ;— 

But sorrow return’d w'ith the dawning of morn. 

And the voice in my dreaming ear melted away. 

T. Campbell. 


CVIII 

A DREAM OF THE UNKNOWN 


cccxv 


I DREAM D that as I wander d bv the wav 
Bare Winter suddenly was changed to Spring, 

And gentle odours led my .stej)s astrav, 

Mix’d with a sound of wat('rs murmuring 
Along a shelving bank of turf, which lav 5 

Under a copse, and hardly dared to fling 
Its green arms round the bosom of the stream. 

But kiss’d it and then fled, as Thou mii.ditest in dream. 
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There grew pied wind-flowers and violete, 

Daisies, those pearl’d Arcturi of the earth, 10 

The constellated flower that never sets ; 

Faint oxlips ; tender blue- bells, at whose birth 
The sod scarce heaved ; and that tall flower that wets 
Its mother’s face with heaven-collected tears, 

■When the low wind, its playmate’s voice, it hears. 15 


And in the warm hedge grew lush eglantine. 

Green cow-bind and the moonlight- colour’d May, 

And cherry-blossoms, and white cups, whose wine 
Was the bright dew yet drain’d not by the day ; 

And wild roses, and ivy serpentine 20 

With its dark buds and leaves, wandering astray ; 

And flowers azure, black, and streak’d with gold, 

Fairer than any waken’d ej’^es behold. 


And nearer to the river’s trembling edge 
There grew broad flag-flowers, purple prank’d with white, 25 
And starry river- buds among the sedge. 

And floating water-lilies, broad and bright. 

Which lit the oak that overhung the hedge 

o o 

With moonlight beams of their own watery light ; 

And bulrushes, and reeds of such deep green 3t 

As soothed the dazzled eye with sober sheen. 

* 

Methought that of these visionary flowers 
T made a nosegay, bound in such a way 
That the same hues, which in their natural bowers 
Were mingled or opposed, the like array 35 

Kept these imprison’d children of the Hours 
Within my hand, — and then, elate and gay, 

I hasten d to the spot whence I had come 
That I might there present it— 0 ! to W^hom ? 

P. B. Shelley, 
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CIX 


r 

KUBLA KHAN 


In Xanadu did Kubla Khan 
A stately pleasure-dome decree : 
Where Alph, the sacred river, ran 
Through ^avems measureless to man 
Down to a sunless sea. 


So twice five miles of fertile ground 


With walls and towers were girdled round ; 

AjkI here avci’c gardens bright with sinuous rills 


Where blossom’d many an incense-bearing tree ; 
And here were forests ancient as the hills, 
Enfolding sunny spots of greenerj’’. 
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But oh ! that deep romantic (^asm which slanted 

Down the green hill athwart a cedarn cover ! 

A savage place ! as holy and enchanted 

As e er beneath a waning moon was haunted 15 

By woman wailing for her demon-lover ! 

And from this chasm, with ceaseless turmoil seething, 

As if this earth in fast thick pants were breathing, 

A mighty fountain momently was forced : 

Amid whose swift half-intermitted burst 20 

Huge fragments vaulted like rebounding liail, 

Or chaffy grain beneath the thresher’s flail ; 

And mid these dancing rocks at once and ever 
It flung up momently the sacred river. 

Five miles ^meandering with a mazy motion 25 

Through wood and dale the sacred river ran. 

Then reach’d the caverns measureless to man, 

And sank in tumult to a lifeless ocean : 

And ’mid this tumult Kubla heard from far 
Ancestral voices prophesying war ! 30 
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T^ of the dome of pleasure 

r 

Floated midway on the waves; 

Where was heard the mingled measure 
From the fountain and the caves. , 

It was a miracle of rare device, 

A sunny pleasure-dome with caves of ice ! 

A damsel with a dulcimer 
In a vision once I saw : 

It was an Abyssinian maid, 

And on her dulcimer she play d, 

Sin g in g of Mount A bora. 

Could I revive within me 
Her symphony and song. 

To such a deep delight ’twould wdn me 
That with music loud and long, 

I would build that dome in air, 

That sunny dome ! those caves of ice ! 

And all who heard should see them there. 

And all should cry. Beware ! Beware ! 

His flashing eyes, his floating hair ! 

Weave a circle round him thrice. 

And close your eyes with holy dread. 

For he on honey- dew hath fed. 

And drunk the milk of Paradise. 

S. T, Coleridge. 


35 


40 


45 


50 


ocsoxvn 

THE INNER VISION 

Most sweet it is with uniiplrfted eyes 
To pace the ground, if path be there or none, 

While a fair region round the traveller lies 
Which he forbears again to look upon ; 
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Pleased rather with some soft ideal scene, 5 

The work of Fancy, or some happy tone 
Of meditation, slipping in between 
The beauty coming and the beauty gone. 

— If Thought and Love desert us, from that day 
Let us break off all commerce with the Muse : iC 

With Thought and Love companions of our wav — • 
Whate’er the senses take or may refuse, — 

The Mind’s internal heaven shall shed her dews 
Of inspiration on the humblest lav. 

W, Wordsworth. 

CXI ixjcxvm 

THE REALM OF FANCY 

Evek iet the Fancy roam ; 

Pleasure ncv’^er is at home : 

At a touch sweet Pleasure melteth, 

Like to bubbles when rain pelteth ; 

Then let winged Fancy wander 5 

Through the thought still spread beyond her : 
Open wide the mind’s cage-door, 

She’ll dart forth, and cloudward soar. 

O sweet Fancy ! let her loose : 

Summer’s joys are spoilt by use, 10 

And the enjoying of the Spring 
Fades as does its blossomiiig ; 

Autumn’s red-lipp’d fruitage too^ 

Blushing through the mist and dew, 

Cloys with tasting : What do then ? 15 

Sit thee by the ingle, vdien 
The sear faggot blazes bright. 

Spirit of a winter’s night ; 

When the soundless earth is muffled. 

And the caked snow is shuffled 
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From the ploughboy’s heavy shoon :; 




When the Night doth meet the Noon 
In a dark conspiracy 4 - 

To banish Even from "her sky. 

Sit thee there, and send abroad, 

With a mind self-overaw’d. 

Fancy, high- commission’d : — send her ! 

She has vassals to attend her : 

She will bring, in spite of frost, 

Beauties that the earth hath lost; 

She will bring thee, all together. 

All delights of summer weather ; 

All the buds and bells of Mav, 

•/ ^ 

Prom dewy sward or thorny spray ; 

All the heaped Autumn’s wealth. 

With a still, mj'sterious stealth : 

She will mix these pleasure up 
Like three fit wines in a cup. 

And thou shalt quaff it ; — ^thou shalt hear 
Distant harvest- carols clear; 

Rustle of the reaped com ; 

Sweet birds antheming the mom t 
And, in the same moment — hark ! 

’Tis the early April lark, 

Or the rooks, with busy caw. 

Foraging for sticks and straw'. 

Thou shalt, at one glance, behold 
The daisy and the marigold ; 

White-plumed lilies, and the first 
Hedge-grown primrose that hath burst ; 
Shaded hyacinth, alway 
Sapphire queen of the mid- May ; 

And every leaf, and every fiow'er 
PearlM wdth the self-same shower. 

Thou shalt see the field-mouse peep 
Meagre from its celled sleep; 
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And the snake all winter-thin 
Cast on sunny bank its skin; 

Freckled nest-eggs thou shalt see 
Hatching in the hawthorn- tree. 

When the hen- bird’s wing doth rest 
Quiet on her mossy nest ; 

Then the hurry and alarm 
When the bee- hive casts its swarm ; 
Acorns ripe down-pattering, 

While the autumn breezes sing. 

Oh, sweet Fancy ! let her loose ; 
Everything is spoilt by use : 

Where’s the cheek that doth not fade, 
Too much gazed at ? Where’s the maid 
Whose lip mature is ever new ? 

Where’s the eye, however blue. 

Doth not weary ? Where’s the face 
One would meet in every place ? 

Where’s the voice, however soft, 

One would hear so very oft ? 

At a touch sweet Pleasure melteth 
Like to bubbles when rain pelteth. 

Let then winged Fancy find 
Thee a mistress to thy mind : 
Dulcet-eyed as Ceres’ daughter. 

Ere the God of Torment taught her 
How to frown and how to chide ; 

With a waist and with a side 
White as Hebe’s, when her zone 
Slipt its golden clasp, and down 
Fell her kirtle to her feet, 

While she held the goblet sweet, 

And Jove grew languid. — Break the mesh 
Of the Fancy’s silken leash ; 

Quickly break her prison- string, 
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And such joys as these she’ll bring. - 
— Let the winged Fancy roam, 

Pleasure never is at home. 







J, Keats, 


(XJCXIX 


WRITTEN m EARLY SPRING 


I HEARD a thousand blended notes 
While in a grove I sate r^lined, 

In that sweet mood when pleasant thoughts 
Bring sad thoughts to the mind. 


To her fair works did Nature link 5 

The human soul that through me ran ; 

And much it grieved my heart to think 
What Man has made of Man. 


Through primrose tufts, in that sweet bower, \ 

The periwinkle trail’d its wreaths ; j 10 

And ’tis my faith that every flower 
Enjoys the air it breathes. 

The birds around me hopp’d and play’d, 

Their thoughts I cannot measure, — 

But the least motion which they made 15 

It seem’d a thrill of pleasure. 

The budding twigs spread out their fan 
To catch the breezy air ; 

And I must think, do all I can. 

That there was pleasure there. 20 


If this belief from heaven be sent. 
If such be Nature’s holy plan, 
Have T not reason to lament 
What Man has made of Man ? 


W, Wordsvxyrth. 
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CXIII cccxx 

RUTH : OR THE INFLUENCES OF NATURE 

When Ruth was left half desolate 
Her father took another mate ; 

And Ruth, not seven years old, 

A slighted child, at her own will 
Went wandering over dale and hill, 

■I 

In thoughtless freedom, bold. 

And she had made a pipe of straw. 

And music from that pipe could draw 
Like sounds of winds and Hoods ; 

Had built a bower upon the green, 

As if she from her birth had been 
An infant of the woods. 

Beneath her father’s roof, alone 
She seem’d to live ; her thoughts her own ; 

Herself her own delight : 

Pleased with herself, nor sad nor gay ; 

And passing thus the live- long day. 

She grew to Avoman’s height. 

There came a j’outh from Georgia’s shore — 

A military casque he Avore 
With splendid feathers drest ; 

He brought them from the Cherokees ; 

The feathers nodded in the breeze 
And made a gallant crest. 

From Indian blood you deem him sprung; 

But no ! he spake the English tongue 
And bore a soldier’s name ; 

And, Avhen America was free 
From battle and from jeopardy. 

He ’cross the ocean came. 
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Witli hues of genius on his cheek, 

Tn finest tones the youth could speak : 
— ^While he was yet a boy 
The moon, the glory of the sun, ^ 
And streams that .murmur as they run 
Had been his dearest joy. 
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He was a lovely youth ! I guess 
The panther in the wilderness 
Was not so fair as he ; 

And when he chose to sport and play. 
No dolphin ever was so gay 
Upon the tropic sea. 


Among the Indians he had fought ; 
And with him many tales he brought 
Of pleasure and of fear ; 

Such tales as, told to any maid 
By such a youth, in the green shade. 
Were perilous to hear. 


He told of girls, a happy rout ! 

Who quit their fold with dance and shout, 
Their pleasant Indian town, 

To gather strawberries all day long ; 
Returning with a choral song 
When daylight is gone dowm. 


He spake of plants that hourly change 
Their blossoms, through a boundless range 
Of intermingling hues ; 

With budding, fading, faded flowers. 

They stand the wonder of the bowers 
From mom to evening dews. 


He told of the magnolia, spread 
High as a cloud, high over head ! 
The cypress and her spire ; 
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Of flowers that with one scarlet gleam 
Cover a hundred leagues, and seem 
To set the hills on fire. 

The youth of green savannahs spake, 

And many an endless, endless lake 
With all its fairy crowds 
Of islands, that together lie 
As quietl}"^ as spots of sky 
Among the evening clouds. 

‘ How pleasant,’ then he said, ‘ it were 
A fisher or a hunter there, 

In sunshine or in shade 
To wander with an easy mind, 

And build a household fire, and find 
A home in every glade ! 

t/ o 

‘ What days and what bright years ! Ah 
Our life were life indeed, with thee 
So pass’d in quiet bliss ; 

And all the while,’ said he, ‘ to know 
That we were in a world of woe, 

On such an earth as this ! ’ 

And then he sometimes interwove 
I<’ond thoughts about a father’s love, 

‘ i<’or there,’ said he, ‘ are spun 
i\joimd the hc'art such tender ties, 

'^rhat our own children to our eyes 
Are dearer than the sun. 

‘ Sweet Ruth ! and could you go Avith me 
My helpmate in the woods to be. 

Our shed at night to rear ; 

Or run, my own adopted bride, 

A sylvan huntress at my side. 

And drive the flying deer ! 
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* Beloved Ruth ! ’ — ^No more he said. 
The wakeful Ruth at midnight shed 
A solitary tear ; 

She thought again — and did agree 
With him to sail across the sea. 

And drive the fl3dng deer. 

* And now, as fitting is and right, 

We in the church our faith will plight, 
A husband and a wife.’ 

Even so they did ; and I may say 
That to sweet Ruth that happy day 
Was more than human life. 

Through dream and vision did she sink. 

* 

Delighted all the while to think 
That, on those lonesome floods 
And green savannahs, she should share 
His board with lawful joy, and bear 
His name in the wild woods. 

But, as you have before been told, 

This Stripling, sportive, gay, and bold, 
And with his dancing crest 
So beautiful, through savage lands 
Had roam’d about, with vagrant bands 

in the West. 

The wind, the tempest roaring high, 

The tumult of a tropic sky 
Might well be dangerous food 
For him, a youth to whom was given 
So much of earth — so much of heaven. 
And such impetuous blood. 

Whatever in those climes he found 
Irregular in sight or sound 
Did to his mind impart 
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A kindred impulse, seem’d allied 
To his own powers, and justified 
The workings of his heart. 

Nor less, to feed voluptuous thought. 
The beauteous forms of Nature wrought, 
l^air trees and gorgeous flowers ; 

The breezes their own languor lent ; 

The stars had feelings, which they sent 
Into those favour’d bowers. 

Yet, in his wwst pursuits, I ween 
That sometimes there did intervene 
Pure hopes of high intent : 

T or passions link d to forms so fair 

And stately, needs must have their share 
Of noble sentiment. 

ill ho lived, much evil saw, 

With men to whom no better law 
Nor better life was known ; 

Deliberately and undeceived 
Those wild men’s vices he received. 

And gave them back his own. 

His genius and his moral frame 
Were thus impair’d, and ho became 
The slave of low desires : 

A man who without self-control 
W ould seek what the degraded soul 
Unworthily admires. 

And yet he with no feign’d delight 
Had woo’d the maiden, day and night 
Had loved her, night and morn : 

What could he less than love a maid 
Whose heart with so much nature play’d — 
b kind and so forlorn ? 




Sometimes most eam^tly he said, " - 
* O Ruth ! I have been worse than dead ; 

False thoughts, thoughts bold and vain ' 165 

Encompass’d me on every side 
When I, in confidence and pride, 

Had cross’d the Atlantic main. 


‘ Before me shone a glorious world 

Fresh as a banner bright, unfurl’d 170 

To music suddenly : 

I look’d upon those hills and plains. 

And seem’d as if let loose from chains 
To live at liberty ! 


‘ No more of this — for now, by thee, 175 

Dear Ruth ! more happily set free. 

With nobler zeal I bum ; 

My soul from darkness is released 

Like the whole sky when to the east 

The morning doth return.’ 180 

Full soon that better mind was gone ; 

No hope, no wish remain’d, not one, — 

They stirr’d him now no more ; 

New objects did new pleasure give. 

And once again he wish’d to live 185 

As lawless as before. 


Meanwhile, as thus with him it fared. 

They for the voyage w'ere prepared. 

And went to the sea-shore : 

But, w'hen they thither came, the youth 190 

Deserted his poor bride, and Ruth • 

Could never find him more. 


God help thee, Ruth ! — Such pains she had 
That she in half a vear was mad 
And in a prison housed ; 
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And there, with many a doleful song 
Made of wild words, her cup of wrong 
She fearfully caroused. 

Yet sometimes milder hours she knew'. 
Nor wanted sun, nor rain, nor dew. 

Nor pastimes of the May, 

— They all were with her in her cell ; 
And a clear brook with cheerful Imell 
Did o’er the pebbles play. 

When Ruth three seasons thus had lain, 
There came a respite to her pain ; 

She from her prison fled ; 

But of the Vagrant none took thought ; 
And where it liked her best she sought 
Her shelter and her bread. 

Among the fields she breathed again : 
The master- current of her brain 
Ran permanent and free ; 

And, coming to the banks of Tone, 

There did she rest ; and dw'ell alone 
Under the greenw'^ood tree. 

The engines of her pain, the tools 

That shaped her sorrow, rocks and pools, 

And airs that gently stir 

The vernal leaves — she loved them still. 

Nor ever tax’d them with the ill 

Which had been done to her. 

A barn her W inter bed supplies ; 

But, till the w'arrath of Summer skies 
And Summer days is gone, 

(And all do in this tale agree) 

She sleeps beneath the greenwood tree, 
And other home hath none. 
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An innocent life, yet far astray ! 
And Ruth will, long before her day, 



Be broken down and old. 

Sore aches she needs must have ! but less 
Of mind, than body’s wretchedness, 

From damp, and rain, and cold. 



230 



K she is prest by want of food 235 

She from her dwelling in the wood 
Repairs to a road-side ; 

And there she begs at one steep place. 

Where up and down with easy pace 

The horsemen- travellers ride. 240 


That oaten pipe of hers is mute 
Or thrown away : but with a flute 
Her loneliness she cheers ; 

This flute, made of a hemlock stalk. 

At evening in his homeward walk 246 

V 

The Quantock woodman hears. 

I, too, have pass’d her on the hills 
Setting her little water-mills 
By spouts and fountains wild — 

Such small machinery as she turn’d 250 

Ere she had wept, ere she had mourn’d, — 

A young and happy child ! 

Farewell ! and when thy days are told, 

Ill-fated Ruth ! in hallow’d ^ould 

Thy corpse shall buried be ; 255 

For thee a funeral bell shall ring, 

And all the congregation sing 
A Christian psalm for thee. 


IF. WordmoorHi. 
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CXIV 

WRITTEN AMONG THE EUGANEAN HILLS 

Many a green isle needs must be 
In the deep wide sea of Misery^ 

Or the mariner, worn and wan. 

Never thus could voyage on 
Day and night, and night and day. 

Drifting on his dreary way, 

With the solid darkness black 
Closing round his vessel’s track ; 

Whilst above, the sunless sky 
Big with clouds, hangs heavily, 

And behind the tempest fleet 
Hurries on with lightning feet, 

Riving sail, and cord, and plank. 

Till the ship has almost drank 
Death from the o’er- brimming deep ; 

And sinks down, down, like that sleep 
When the dreamer seems to be 
Weltering through eternity ; 

And the dim low line before 
Of a dark and distant shore 
Still recedes, as ever still 
Longing with divided will, 

But no power to seek or shun. 

He is ever drifted on 
O’er the unreposing wave. 

To the haven of the grave. 

Ay, many flowering islands lie 
In the waters of wide Agony : 

To such a one this mom was led 
My bark, by soft winds piloted. 
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-—’Mid the mountains Euganean ^ 

I stood listening to the paean 
With which the legion’d rooks did hfittl 
The Son’s uprii^ majestical: 

Gathering round with wings all hoar, 35 

Through the dewy mist they soar 

Like gray shades, till the eastern heaven 

Bursts ; and then, — as clouds of even 

Fleck’d with fire and azure, lie 

In the unfathomable sky, — 40 

m 

So their plumes of purple grain 
Starr’d with drops of golden rain 
Gleam above the sunlight woods. 

As in silent multitudes 

On the morning’s fitful gale 45 

Through the broken mist they sail ; 

And the vapours cloven and gleaming 
Follow down the dark s^p streaming. 

Till all is bright, and clear, and still 

Round the solitary hill. 60 


Beneath is spread like a green sea 
The waveless plain of Lombardy, 
Bounded by the vaporous air, 
Islanded by cities fair ; 

Underneath Day’s azure eyes, 

Ocean’s nursling, Venice lies, — 

A peopled labyrinth of walls, 
Amphitrite’s destined halls. 

Which her hoary sire now paves 
With his blue and beaming waves. 
Lo ! the sun upsprings behind, 
Broad, red, radiant, half-reclined 
On the level quivering line 
Of the waters crystalline ; 

And before the chasm of light, 
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As within a furnace bright, 

Column, tower, and dome, and spire, 
Shine like obelisks of fire 
Pointing with inconstant motion 
hrom the altar of dark ocean 
To the sapphire -tinted skies • 

As the flames of sacrifice 
JYom the marble shrines did rise 
As to pierce the dome of gold 
Where Apollo spoke of old. 

Sun-girt City ! thou hast been 
Ocean s child, and then his Queen ^ 
Now is come a darker day, 

And thou soon must be his prey, 

-If the power that raised thee here 
Hallow so thy watery bier. 

A less drear ruin then than now. 

With thy conquest- branded brow 
Stooping to the slave of slaves 
brom thy throne among the waves 
Wilt thou be, — when the sea-mew 
Flies, as once before it flew. 

O’er thine isles depopulate. 

And all is in its ancient state. 

Save where many a palace-gate 
W^ith green sea- flowers overgrown 
Like a rock of ocean’s own, 

Topples o’er the abandon’d sea 
As the tides change sullenly. 

The fisher on his watery way 
Wandering at the close of da^", 

Whll spread his sail and seize his oar 
Till he pass the gloomy shore. 

Lest thy dead should, from their sleep 
Bursting o’er the starlight deep. 




Lead a rapid masque of death 
O’er the waters of his path. 


Noon descends around me now: 

’Tis the noon of autumn’s glow. 

When a soft and purple mist 105 

Like a vaporous amethyst. 

Or an air-di8solv4d star 

Mingling light and fragrance, far 

From the curved horizon’s bound 

To the point of heaven’s profound, llO 

Fills the overflowmg sky ; 

And the plains that silent- lie 

Underneath ; the leaves unsodden 

Where the infant Frost hsLS trodden 

With his morning- winged feet 116 

Whose bright print is gleaming yet ; 

And the red and golden vines 
Piercing with their trellised lines 
The rough, dark- skirted wilderness ; 

The dun and bladed grass no less, 120 

Pointing from this hoary tow^er 

In the windless air ; the flower 

Glimmering at my feet ; the line 

Of the olive-sandall’d Apennine 

In the south dimly islanded ; J 25 

And the Alps, whose snows are spread 

High between the clouds and sun ; 

And of living things each one ; 

And my spirit, which so long 
Darken’d this swift stream of song, — 130 

Interpenetrated lie 

« 

By the glory of the sky ; 

Be it love, light, harmony, 

Odour, or the soul of all 
Which from heaven like dew doth fall. 
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Or the mind which feeds this verse, 
Peopling the lone universe. 

Noon descends, and after noon 
Autumn’s evening meets me soon. 
Leading the infantine moon 
And that one star, which to her 
Almost seems to minister 
Half the crimson light she brings 
From the sunset’s radiant springs : 
And the soft dreams of the morn 
(Which like winged winds had borne 
To that silent- isle, which lies 
’Mid remember’d agonies, 

The frail bark of this lone being), 
Pass, to other sufferers fleeing. 

And its ancient pilot. Pain, 

Sits beside the helm again. 

Other flowering isles must be 
In the sea of Life and Agony : 

Other spirits float and flee 
O’er that gulf : Ev’n now, perhaps. 
On some rock the wild wave wraps. 
With folded wings they waiting sit 
For my bark, to pilot it 
To some calm and blooming cove ; 
Where for me, and those I love. 

May a windless bower be built. 

Far from passion, pain, and guilt. 

In a dell ’mid lawny hills 
Which the wild sea-murmur fills, 

And soft sunshine, and the sound 
Of old forests echoing round. 

And the light and smell divine 
Of all flowers that breathe and shine. 



■We may live so happy there. 


BOOK FOURTH 



170 


That the Spirits of the Air • ‘ ^ 

Envying us, may ev’n entice ^ 

To oar healing paradise 
The polluting multitude ; 

But their rage would be subdued 175 

By that clime divine and calm. 

And the winds whose wings rain .balm 
On the uplifted soul, and leaves 
Under which the bright sea heaves ; 

While each breathless interval 180 

In their whisperings musical 
The inspired soul supplies » 

With its ouTi deep melodies ; 

And the Love which heals all strife 
Circling, like the breath of life, 185 

AH things in that sweet abode 
With its own mild brotherhood : — 

They, not it, would change ; and soon 

Every sprite beneath the moon 

Would repent its envj’^ vain, 190 

And the Earth grow' young again. 


P. B. Shelley 


CXV 


CCCXXII 


ODE TO THE WEST WIND 


0 WILD West Wind, thou breath of Autumn’s being. 
Thou, from whose unseen presence the leaves dead 
Are driven, like ghosts from an enchanter fleeing, 

^ ellow, and black, and pale, and hectic red, 
Pestilence-stricken multitudes ! 0 thou 
ho chariotest to their dark wdntry bed 
The winged seeds, wdiere they lie cold and low, 
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Each like a corpse within its grave, until 

Thine azure sister of the Spring shall blow 

Her clarion o’er the dreaming earth, and fill j( 

(Eriving sweet buds like flocks to feed in air) 

With living hues and odours plain and hill : 

W^ild Spirit, which art moving everywhere j 
Destrcp'^er and Preserver ; Hear, oh hear ! 

Thou on whose stream, ’mid the steep sky’s commotion, 15 
Loose clouds like earth’s decaying leaves are shed. 

Shook from the tangled boughs of heaven and ocean, 
Angels of rain and ligjitning ! there are spread 
On the blue surface of thine airy surge, 

Like the bright hair uplifted from the head 20 

Of some fierce Maenad, ev’n from the dim veriK^ 

Of the horizon to the zenith’s height — 

The locks of the approaching storm. Thou dirge 

Of the dying year, to which this closing nig})t 

Will be the dome of a vast sepulchre, 25 

Vaulted with all thy congregated l^ght 

Of vapours, from whose solid atmosphere 

Black rain, and fire, and hail, will burst : Oh hear ! 

Thou who didst waken from his summer-dreams 
The blue Mediterranean, where he lay, 30 

Lull’d by the coil of his crystalline streams, 

V 

Beside a pumice isle in Baiae’s bav. 

And saw in sleep old palaces and towers 
Quivering within the wave’s intenser day, 

All ov’^ergrown with azure moss, and flowers 35 

So sweet, the sense faints picturing them ! 3dion 
For whose path the Atlantic’s level powers 
Cleave themselves into chasms, whih* far below 
The sea- blooms and the oozy woods which wear 
The sapless foliage of the ocean, know 
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Thy voice, and suddenly grow gray with fear 
And tremble and despoil themselves : Oh hear ! 


If I were a dead leaf thou mightest bear ; 

If I were a swift cloud to fly with thee ; 

A wave to pant beneath thy power, and share 
The impulse of thy strength, only less free 
Than Thou, 0 uncontrollable ! If even 
I were as in my boyhood, and could be 
The comrade of thy wanderings over heaven, 

As then, A\'hen to outstrip thy skiey speed 
Scarce seem’d a vision, — I would ne’er have striven 
As thus with thee in prayer in my sore need. 

Oh ! lift me as a wave, a leaf, a cloud ! 

1 fall upon the thorns of life ! I bleed ! 

A heavy weiglit of hours has chain’d and bow'd 
One too like thee — tameless, and swift, and proud. 


Make me thy lyre, ev’n as the forest is : 

^^'hat if my leaves are falling like its own ! 

The tumult of thy mighty harmonies 
^Vill take from both a deep autumnal tone, 
►Sweet though in sadness. Be thou, Spirit fierce. 
My spirit ! be thou me, impetuous one ! 

Drive my dead thoughts over the universe. 

Like V ithcr’d leaves, to quicken a new birth ; 
And, by the incantation of this verse. 

Scatter, as from an unextinguish’d hearth 
Ashes and sparks, my words among mankind ! 
Be through my lips to unawaken’d earth 
The trumpet of a prophecy ! 0 Wind, 

If Winter comes, can Spring be far behind ? 


P, B. Shell 
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CXVI cccxxm 

t 

NATURE AND THE POET 

Suggested by a Picture of Peele Castle in a Storm, 

painted by Sir George Beaumont. 

I WAS thy neighbour once, thou rugged Pile ! 

Four summer weeks I dwelt in sight of thee ; 

I saw thee every day : and all the while 

Thy Form was sleeping on a glass}^ sea. 

« 

So pure the sky, so quiet was the air ! 5 

So like, so very like, was day to day ! 

Whene’er I look’d, thy image still was there ; 

It trembled, but it never pass’d away. 

How perfect was the calm ! It seem’d no sleep. 

No mood, which season takes away, or brings : 10 

I could have fancied that the mighty Deep 
Was even the gentlest of all gentle things. 

Ah ! then — if mine had been the painter’s hand 
To express what then I saw ; and add the gleam, 

The light that never was on sea or land, 15 

The consecration, and the Poet’s dream, — 

I would have planted thee, thou hoary pile, 

Amid a world how different from this ! 

Beside a sea that could not cease to smile ; 

On tranquil land, beneath a sky of bliss. 20 

Thou shouldst have seem’d a treasure-house divine 
Of peaceful years ; a chronicle of heaven ; — 

Of all the sunbeams that did ever shine 
The very sweetest had to thee been given. 





A picture had it been of lasting ease, 
Elysian quiet, without toil or strife ; 

No motion but the moving tide ; a br« 
Or merely silent Nature’s breathmg life. 




Such, in the fond illusion of my heart. 

Such picture would I at that time have made; 30 

And seen the soul of truth in every part, 

A steadfast peace that might not be betray’d. 


So once it would have been, — ’tis so no more ; 

I have submitted to a new control : 

A power is gone, which nothing can restore ; 35 

A deep distress hath humanized my soul. 


Not for a moment could I now behold 
A smiling sea, and be what I have been : 

The feeling of my loss will ne’er be old ; 

This, which I know, I speak with mind serene. 40 

Then, Beaumont, Friend ! who would have been the friend 
If he had lived, of Him whom I deplore, 

This work of thine I blame not, but commend ; 

This sea in anger, and that dismal shore. 

0 ’tis a passionate work ! — yet wise and well, 45 

Well chosen is the spirit that is here ; 

That hulk which labours in the deadly swell, 

This rueful sky, this pageantry of fear ! 


And this huge Castle, standing here sublime, 

I love to see the look with which it braves, 

— Cased in the unfeeling armour of old time — 

The lightning, the fierce wind, and trampling waves. 
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— Farewell, farewell the heart that lives alone, 

Housed in a dream, at distance from the Kind ! 

Such happiness, wherever it be known, ■ 55 

Is to be pitied ; for ’tis surely blind. 

But welcome fortitude, and patient cheer, 

And frequent sights of what is to be borne ! 

Such sights, or worse, as are before me here : — 

Not without hope we suffer and we mourn. 60 

If. Wordsworth. 


CXVII ocoxxiv 

THE POET’S DREAM 

On a Poet’s lips I slept 
Dreaming like a love- adept 
in the sound his breathing kept; 

Nor seeks nor finds he mortal blisses. 

But feeds on the aerial kisses 5 

Of shapes tliat haunt Thought’s wildernesses. 

He will watch from dawn to gloom 
The lake-reflected sun illume 
The yellow bees in the ivy- bloom. 

Nor heed nor see what things they be— 10 
But from these create he can 
Forms more real than living Man, 

Nurslings of Immortality ! 

P. B. Shelley. 


CXVIII 

GLEN-ALMAIN, THE NARROW GLEN 


cccxxv 


In this still place, remote from men, 
Sleeps Ossian, in the Narrow Glen : 




In this still place, where murmuis on 
But one meek streamlet, only one: 

He sang of battles, and the breath 5 

Of stormy war, and violent • death ; • 

And should, methinks, when all was past. 

Have rightfully been laid at last 

Where rocks were rudely heap’d, and rent 

As by a spirit turbulent ; 10 

Where sights were rough, and sounds were wild. 

And everything unreconciled ; 

In some complaining, dim retreat. 

For fear and melancholy meet ; 

But this is calm ; there cannot be 15 

A more entire tranquillity. 


Does then the Bard sleep here indeed ? 

Or is it but a groundless creed ? 

What matters it ? — I blame them not 
Whose fancy in this lonely spot 20 

W as moved ; and in such way express’d 
Their 'notion of its perfect rest. 

A convent, even a hermit’s cell, 

Would break the silence of this Dell ; 

It is not quiet, it is not ease ; 25 

But something deeper far than these : 

The separation that is here 
Is of the grave ; and of austere 
Yet happy feelings of the dead ; 

And, therefore, was it rightly said 30 

That Ossian, last of all his race ! 

Lies buried in this lonely place. 


W. W ordsivoi'th. 
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^ CCCXXVI 

The World is too much with us ; late and soon, 
Getting and spending, we lay waste our powers ; 
Little we see in Nature that is ours ; 

We have given our hearts away, a sordid boon ! 

This Sea that bares her bosom to the moon, 5 

The winds that will be howling at all hours 
And are up- gather'd now lil^e sleeping flowers, 

For this, for every thing, we are out of tune ; 

It moves us not. — Great God ! I’d rather be 
A Pagan suckled in a creed outworn, — 10 

So might I, standing on this pleasant lea, 

Have glimpses that would make me less forlorn ; 

Have sight of Proteus rising from the sea ; 

Or hear old Triton blow his wreathed horn. 

W. Wordsworth. 


CXX cccxxm 

WITHIN KING’S COLLEGE CHAPEL, CAMBRIDGE 

Tax not the royal Saint with vain expense. 

With ill- match’d aims the Architect who plann’d 
{Albeit labouring for a scanty band 
Of white-robed Scholars onlv) this immeiwe 

And glorious work of fine intelligence ! 5 

— Give all thou canst ; high Heaven rejects the lore 
Of nicely-calculatcd less or more : — 

So deem’d the man who fashion’d for the sense 

These lofty pillars, spread that branching roof 
Self-poised, and scoop’d into ten thousand cells 10 

Where light and shade re230se, where music dwells 
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Lmgering — and wandering on as loth to die; 

Like thoughts whose very sweetness yieldeth proof 
That they were bom for immortality. 

W. Wordsworth 




CXXI 
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CCCXXVl 


ODE ON A GRECIAN URN 


Thou still unravish’d bride of quietness, 

Thou foster-child of silence and slow time, 

Sylvan historian, who canst thus express 

A flowery tale more sweetty than our rhyme : 

What leaf -fringed legend haunts about thy shape 5 
Of deities or mortals, or of both, 

In Temp6 or the dales of Arcady ? 

What men or gods are these ? What maidens loth ? 
What mad pursuit ? What struggle to escape ? 

What pipes and timbrels ? What wild ecstasy ? 10 



Heard melodics are sweet, but those unheard 
Are sweeter ; therefore, ye soft pipes, play on ; 

Not to the sensual ear, but, more endear’d. 

Pipe to the spirit ditties of no tone ; 

Fair youth, beneath the trees, thou canst not leave 15 
Thy song, nor ever can those trees be bare ; 

Bold Lover, never, never canst thou kiss. 

Though winning near the goal — yet, do not grieve ; 

She cannot fade, though thou hast not thy bliss. 

For ever wilt thou love, and she be fair ! 20 


Ah, happy, happy boughs ! that cannot shed 
Your leaves, nor ever bid the Spring adieu; 
And, happy melodist, unweariM, 

For ever piping songs for ever new ; 
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More happy love ! more happy, happy love ! 25 

For ever warm and still to be enjoy’d, 

For ever panting, and for ever young ; 

All breathing human passion far above, 

That leaves a heart high-sorrowful and cloy*d, 

A burning forehead, and a parching tongue. 30 

Who are these coming to the sacrifice ? 

To wh^t green ^tar, 0 mysterious^ priest. 

Lead st thou that heifer lowing at the skies. 

And all her silken flanks with garlands drest i 
What little town by river or sea shore, 35 

Or mountain- built with peaceful citadel. 

Is emptied of this folk, this pious morn V 
And, little town, thy streets for evermore 
Will silent be ; and not a soul to tell 

Why thou a]’t desolate, can e’er return. 40 

O Attic shape ! Fair attitude ! with brede 
Of marble men and maidens overwTought, 

With forest branches and the trodden weed ; 

Thou, silent form, dost tease us out of thought 
As doth eternity : Cold Pastoral ! 45 

W^hen old age shall this generation wnste, 

Thou shalt remain, in midst of other Avoe 
Than ours, a friend to man, to whom thou sav’st, 

" Beauty is truth, truth beauty,’ — that is all 

Ye know on earth, and all ye need to know. 50 

J. Keats. 


CXXII cccxxix 

YOUTH AND AGE 

Verse, a breeze ’mid blossoms straying, 

Where Hope clung feeding, like a bee — 

Both uerc mine ! Life went a-maying 
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With Nature, Hope, and Poesy, 

When 1 was young ! 

When I was young ? — Ah, woful When ! 

Ah ! for the change ’twixt Now and Then ! 
This breathing house not built with hands. 
This body that does me grievous wrong, 

O’er aery cliffs and glittering sands 
How lightly then it flash’d along ; 

Like those trim skiffs, unknown of yore. 

On winding lakes and rivers wide, 

That ask no aid of sail or oar. 

That fear no spite of wind or tide ! 

Nought cared this body for wind or weather 
When Youth and I lived in’t together. 

Flowers are lovely ; Love is flower-like ; 
Friendship is a sheltering tree 
O ! the joys, that came down shower-like, 
Of Friendship, Love, and Liberty, 

Ere I was old ! 

Ere I was old ? Ah, woful Ere, 

Which tells me, Youth’s no longer here ! 

0 Youth ! for years so many and sweet, 
’Tis known that Thou and I were one. 

I’ll think it but a fond conceit — 

It cannot be, that Thou art gone ! 

I 

Thy vesper-bell hath not yet toll’d ; — 

And thou wert aye a masker bold ! 

What strange disguise hast now put on 
To make believe that thou art gone ? 

1 see these locks in silvery slips, 

This drooping gait, this alter’d size ; 

But Springtide blossoms on thy lips, 

And tears take sunshine from thine eyes ! 
Life is but Thought : so think I will 
That Youth and I are house- mates still. 
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I Dew-drops are the gems of morningA 
! But the tears of mournful eve ! 40 

Where no liope is, life’s a warning 
That only serves to make us grieve 

When we are old : 

— That only serves to make us grieve 

With oft and tedious taking- leave, 45 

Like some poor nigh-related guest 

That may not rudely be dismist. 

Yet hath out-stay’d his welcome while. 

And tells the jest without the smile. 

fS. T. Coleridge. 


CXXIII cccxxx 

THE TWO APRIL MORNINGS 

We walk’d along, while bright and red 
Uprose the morning sun ; 

And Matthew stopp’d, he look’d, and said 
‘ The will of God be done ? ’ 

A village schoolmaster was he, 9 

With hair of glittering gray ; 

As blitlie a man as you could see 
On a spring holiday. 

And on that morning, through the grass 
And by the streaming rills 10 

We travell’d merrily, to pass 
A day among the hills. 

‘ Our work,’ said I, ‘ was well begun : 

Then, from thy breast what thought. 

Beneath so beautiful a sun, 15 

So sad a sigh has brought ? * 







A second time did Matthew stop; 
And fixing still his eye 
Upon the eastern mountain-top. 
To me he made reply : 






20 


‘ Yon cloud with that long purple cleft 
Brings fresh into my mind 
A day like this, which I have left 
Full thirty years behind. 


‘ And just above yon slope of com 26 

Such colours, and no other. 

Were in the sky that April mom. 

Of this the very brother. 

* With rod and- line I sued the sport 
Which that sweet season gave, 30 

And to the churchyard come, stopp’d short 
Beside my daughter’s grave. 


* Nine summers had she scarcely seen, 

The pride of all the vale ; 

And then she sang — she w^ould have been 36 
A very nightingale. 


‘ Six feet in earth my Emma lay ; 

And yet I loved her more — 

For so it seem’d — than till that day 
I e’er had loved before. 40 

* And turning from her grave, I met, 

Beside the churchyard yew, 

A blooming Girl, whose hair was wet 
With points of morning dew. 

* A basket on her head she bare ; 45 

Her brow was smooth and white : 

To see a child so very fair, 

It was a pure delight ! 
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* No fountain from its rocky cave 

E’er tripp’d with foot so free ; 50 

She seem’d as happy as a wave 

That dances on the sea. 

' There came from me a sigh of pain 
Which I could ill confine ; 

I look’d at her, and look’d again : 55 

And did not wish her mine ! ’ 

— Matthew is in his grave, yet now 

Methinks I see him stand 

As at that moment, with a bough 

Of wilding in his hand. 60 

W, Wordsworth. 



THE FOUNTAIN 


COCXXXI 


A Conversation 

We talk’d with open heart, and tongue 
Affectionate and true, 

A pair of friends, though I was young. 
And Matthew seventy-two. 


We lay beneath a spreading oak, 5 

Beside a mossy seat ; 

And from the turf a fountain broke 
And gurgled at our feet. 

‘ Now, Matthew ! ’ said I, ‘ let us match 
This water’s pleasant tune 10 

With some old border- song, or catch 
. ?hat suits a summer’s noon ; 
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Or of the church-clock and the chimes 


Sing here beneath the . shade 

That half- mad thing of witty rhymes 

Which you last April made ! ’ 



'm'w 
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15 


In silence Matthew lay, and eyed 
The spring beneath the tree ; 

And thus the dear old man replied. 

The gray-hair'd man of glee : 20 


* No check, no stay, this Streamlet fears. 

How merrily it goes ! 

’TwUl murmur on a thousand years 
And flow as now it flows. 

‘ And here, on this delightful day, 25 

I cannot choose but think 
How oft, a vigorous man, I lay 
Beside this fountain's brink. 


* My eyes are dim with childish tears. 

My heart is idly stirr’d, 30 

For the same sound is in my ears 
Which in those days I heard. 

‘ Thus fares it still in our decay : 

And yet the wiser mind 

Mourns less for what Age takes away 35 

Than what it leaves behind. 

* 

‘ The blackbird amid leafy trees. 

The lark above the hill, 

Let loose their carols when they please^ 

Are quiet when they will. 40 

‘ With Nature never do thej’^ w age 
A foolish strife ; they see 
A happy j^outh, and their old age 
Is beautiful and free : 


G.T. TV. 


r 
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‘ But we are press’d by heavy laws ; 45 

And often, glad no more, 

We wear a face of joy, because 
We have been glad of yore. 

‘ If there be one who need bemoan 

His kindred laid in earth, 50 

The household hearts that were his own — 

It is the man of mirth. 

‘ My days, mj’’ friends, are almost gone. 

My life has been approved, 

And many love me ; but by none 55 

Am I enough beloved.’ 

‘ Now both himself and me he wrongs, 

The man who thus complains ! 

I live and sing my idle songs 

Upon these happy plains ; 60 

‘ And, Matthew, for thy children dead 
I’ll be a son to thee! ’ 

At this he grasp’d my hand and said 
‘ Alas ! that cannot be.’ 

— We rose up from the fountain-side ; 66 

And down tlie smooth descent 

Of the green slieep-track did we glide ; 

And through the wood we went ; 

And ere we came to Leonard’s rock 

He sang those witty rhymes 70 

About the crazv old cliurch -clock. 

And the bewilder’d chimes. 


W. Wordsworth, 




THE RIVER OF LIFE 

‘ # 


The more we live, more brief appear 
Our life's succeeding stages : 

A day to childhood seems a year. 

And years like passing ages. 

The gladsome current of our youth, 6 

Ere passion yet disorders, 

Steals lingering like a river smooth 
Along its grassy borders 

But as the care-worn cheek grows wan. 

And sorrow’s shafts fly thicker, 10 

Ye Stars, that measure life to man. 

Why seem your courses quicker ? 

When joys have lost their bloom and breath 
And life itself is vapid, 

Why, as we reach the Falls of Death, 15 

Feel we its tide more rapid ? 

* 

It may be strange — yet who would change 
Time’s course to slower speeding. 

When one by one our friends have gone 

And left our bosoms bleeding ? 20 

Heaven gives our years of fading strength 
Indemnif 3 dng fleetness ; 

And those of youth, a seeming length. 
Proportion’d to their sw’eetness. 

T, Campbell, 
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CXXVI 


oooxxxm 

THE HUMAN SEASONS 


Four seasons fill the measure of the year ; 

There are four seasons in the mind of man: 

He has his lusty Sprmg, when fancy clear 
Takes in all beauty with an easy span : 

He has his Summer, when luxuriously 5 

Spiiag^s, honey' d cud of youthful thought he loves 
To ruminate, and by such dreaming high 
Is nearest unto heaven : quiet coves 

/ BUs soul has in its Autumn, w’hen his wings 

* 

\^/ He furleth close ; contented so to look 10 

On mists in idleness — to let fair things 
Pass by unheeded as a threshold brook. 

He has his Winter too of pale misfeature. 

Or else he would forgo his mortal nature. 

J. Keats. 


CXXVII cccxxxiv 

A DIRGE 

Rough wind, that meanest loud 
Grief too sad for song ; 

Wild wind, when sullen cloud 
Knells all the night long ; 

Sad storm whose tears are vain, ’> 

Bare woods whose branches stain, 

Deep caves and dreary main, — 

Wail for the world’s wrong ! 

P. B. Shelley. 



THRENOS 

O World ! 0 Life ! O Time ! 

On whose last steps I climb. 

Trembling at that where I had stood before ; 

When will return the glory of your prime ? 

No more — Oh, never more ! 5 

Out of the day and night 
A joy has taken flight : 

Fresh spring, and summer, and winter hoar 
Move my faint heart with grief, but with delight 

No more — Oh, never more ! 10 

P, B. Shelley. 

CXXIX oocxxxvi 

THE TROSACHS 

There’s not a nook within this solemn Pass, 

Rut were an apt confessional for One 
Taught by his summer spent, his autumn gone, 

I’fiat Life is but a tale of morning grass 

Wither’d at eve. From scenes of art which chase 5 
That thought away, turn, and with watchful eyes 
Feed it ’mid Nature’s old felicities, 

Rocks, rivers, and smooth lakes more clear than gla^ 

Untouch’d, unbreathed upon : — Thrice happy quest. 

If from a golden perch of aspen spray 10 

(October’s workmanship to rival May), 

Tlie pensive warbler of the ruddy breast 
That moral sweeten by a heaven-taught lay, 

Lulling the year, with all its cares, to rest ! 

W. W ordsfioorth. 
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CXXX c'ccxxxvn 

My heart leaps up when I behold 
A rainbow in the sky : 

So was it when my life began, 

So is it now I am a man, 

So be it when I shall grow old 5 

Or let me die ! 

The Child is father of the Man : 

And I could wish my days to be 

Bound each to each by natural piety. 

W, WardswoDili. 


CXXXI cccxxx^^II 

ODE ON INTIMATIONS OF IMAIORTALITY FROM 
RECOLLECTIONS OF EARLY CHILDHOOD 


TheIvE was a time when meadow, grove, and stream, 
The earth, and every common sight 

To me did seem 
Apparell’d in celestial light, 

The glory and the freshness of a dream. 

It is not now as it hath been of yore ; 

Turn wheresoe’er 1 may, 

By night or day. 

The things which I have seen I now can see no more. 

The rainbow comes and goes. 

And lovely is the rose ; 

The moon doth with delight 
Look round her when the heavens are bare ; 
Waters on a starry night 
Are beautiful and fair ; 

The sunshine is a glorious birth ; 

But yet I know, where’er I go, 

That there hath past away a glory from the earth. 


10 
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Aud while the young lambs bound 


As to the tabor’s sound, 
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25 


To me alone there came a thought of grief : 

A timely utterance gave that thought relief, > 

4 

And I again am strong. 

The cataracts blow their trumpets from the steep ; — 

No more shall grief of mine the season \vrong : 

I hear the echoes through the mountains throng. 

The winds come to me from the fields of sleep. 

And all the earth is gay ; 

Land and sea 
Give themselves up to jollity, 

And with the heart of May 
Doth every beast keep holiday ; — 

Thou child of joy, 

Shout round me, let me hear thy shouts, thou happy Shep 


T-' 
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30 


herd boy ! 


35 


Ye blessed Creatures, I have heard the call 
Ye to each other make ; I see 
The heavens laugh with you in your jubilee ; 

My heart is at your festival, 

My head hath its coronal, 

The fulness of your bliss, I feel — I feel it alL 
Oh evil day ! if I w^ere sullen 
While Earth herself is adorning 
This sweet May-moniing ; 

And the children are culling 
On every side 

In a thousand valleys far and wide. 

Fresh flowers ; while the sim shines warm 
And the babe leaps up on his mother’s arm : — 

I hear, I hear, with joy I hear ! 

— But there’s a tree, of many, one. 




* 
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A single field which I have look’d upon, 

Both of them speak of something that is gone : 

The pansy at my feet 
Doth the same tale repeat : 
Whither is fled the visionary gleam ? 

Where is it now, the glory and the dream ? 


Our birth is but a sleep and a forgetting ; 

The iSoul that rises with us, our life’s Star, 

Hath had elsewhere its setting 
And cometh from afar ; 

Not in entire forgetfulness, 

And not in utter nakedness, 

But trailing clouds of glory do we come 

From God, who is our home : 
Heaven lies about us in our infancy ! 

Shades of the prison-house begin to close 

Upon the growing Boy, 

But he beholds the light, and whence it flows, 

He sees it in his joy ; 

The Youth, who daily farther from the east 
•Must travel, still is Nature’s priest, 

And by the vision splendid 
Is on his way attended ; 

At length the Man perceives it die away, 

And fade into the light of common day. 


Ivirth fills her lap with pleasures of her own ; 
Yearnings she hath in her onm natural kind, 
And even with something of a mother’s mind 

And no unworthy aim, 

The homelv nurse doth all she can 
To make her foster-child, her inmate, Man, 

Forget the glories he hath known. 
And that imperial palace whence he came. 
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Behold the Child among his new-born blisses, 

A six years’ darling of a pigmy size ! 

See, where ’mid work of his own hand he lies. 
Fretted by sallies of his mother’s kisses, 

With light upon him from his father’s eyes ! 

See, at his feet, some little plan or chart, 

Some fragment from his dream of human life, 
Shaf)ed by himself with newly- learned art; 

A wedding or a festival, 

A mourning or a funeral ; 

And this hath now’ his heart, 

And unto this he frames his song 
Then will he fit his tongue 
To dialogues of business, love, or strife ; 

But it will not be long 
Ere this be thrown aside. 

And with new’ joy and pride 
The little actor coins another part ; 

Filling from time to time his ‘ humorous stage ’ 
With all the Persons, dow’n to palsied Age, 

That life brings with her in her equipage; 

As if his whole vocation 
Wore endless imitation. 

Thou, whose exterior semblance doth belie 
Thy soul’s immensity ; 

Thou best philosopher, who yet dost keep 
Thy heritage, thou eye among the blind, 

That, deaf and silent, read’st the eternal deep. 
Haunted for ever by the eternal Mind, — 
Mighty Prophet ! Seer blest ! 

On whom those truths do rest 
Which we are toiling all our lives to find, 

In darkness lost, the darkness of the grave ; 
Thou, over whom thv Immortality 
Broods like the day, a master o’er a slave. 
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A Presence which is not to be put by ; 

Thou little child, yet glorious in the might 
Of heaven- bom freedom on thy being’s height. 
Why Avith such earnest pains dost thou provoke 
The years to bring the inevitable yoke, 

Thus blindly with thy blessedness at strife ? 

Imll soon thy soul shall have her eartlily freight, 
And custom lie upon thee with a weight 
Heavy as frost, and deep almost as life ! 

0 joy ! that in our embers 
Is something that doth live. 

That Nature yet remembers 
What was so fugitive ! 

The thought of our past years in me doth breed 
Perpetual benediction : not indeed 
For that which is most worthy to be blest, 
Delight and liberty, the simple creed 
Of Childhood, whether busy or at rest. 

With new-fiedgod hope still fluttering in his breast 

— Not for these I raise 

The song or thanks and praise ; 

But for those obstinate questionings 
Of sense and outward things, 

Fallings from us, vanishings ; 

Blank misgivings of a creature 
Moving about in worlds not realized. 

High Instincts, before Avhich our mortal nature 
Did tremble like a guilty thing surprized : 

But for those first affections. 

Those shadowy recollections. 

Which, be they what they may, 

Are yet the fountain- light of all our day. 

Are yet a master-light of all our seeing ; 

Uphold us, cherish, and have power to make 
Our noisy years seem moments in the being 
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Of the eternal Silence : truths that wake. 

To perish never; 

Which neither listlessness, nor mad endeavour 
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Nor man nor boy. 

Nor all that is at enmity with joy. 

Can utterly abolish or destroy! 

Hence, in a season of calm weather 
Though inland far we be, 

Our souls have sight of that immortal sea 

Which brought us hither ; 

Can in a moment travel thither — 
And see the children sport upon the shore. 
And hear the mighty waters rolling evermore. 
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Then, sing, ye birds, sing, sing a joyous song! 

And let the young lambs bound 
As to the tabor’s sound! 170 

We, in thought, vill join your throng. 

Ye that pipe and ye that play. 

Ye that through your hearts to-day 
Feel the gladness of the May! 

What though the radiance which was once so bright 175 
Be now for ever taken from my sight, 

Though nothing can bring back the hour 
Of splendour in the grass, of glory in the flower ; 

We will grieve not, rather find 

Strength in what remains beliind; 180 

In the primal sjmipathy 

Which having been must ever be ; 

In the soothing thoughts that spring 
Out of human suffering ; 

In the faith that looks through death, 185 

In years that bring the philosophic mind. 


And 0, ye Fountains, Meadows, Hills, and Groves, 
Forebode not any severing of our loves! 
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Yet in my heart of hearts I feel your might ; 

I only have relinquish’d one delight 190 

To live beneath your more habitual sway : 

I love the brooks which down their channels fret 
Even more than when I tripp’d lightly as they ; 

The innocent brightness of a new-born day 

Is lovely yet ; 195 

ihe clouds that gather round the setting sun 
Do take a sober colouring from an eye 
That hath kept w’atch o’er man’s mortality ; 

Another race hath been, and other palms are won. 

Thanks to the human heart by which we live, 200 

Thanks to its tenderness, its joys, and fears, 

To me the meanest flower that blows can give 
Thoughts that do often lie too deep for tears. 

IF. Wordsworth. 


CX X X TI cocxxxix 

Music, when soft voices die, 

Vibrates in the memory — 

Odours, when sweet violets sicken, 

Live within the sense they quicken. 

Rose leaves, wlien tlie rose is dead, 5 

Are heap’d for the beloved’s bed ; 

And so thy thoughts, when Thou art gone. 

Love itself shall slumber on^ 


P. B. Shelley. 



NOTES 


MR. PALGRAVE’S SUMMARY OF BOOK FOURTH 

It proves sufficiently the lavish wealth of our own age in Poetry, 
that f’e pieces- which, without conscious departure from the 
standard of Excellence, render this Book by far the longest, were 
with very few exceptions composed during the first thirty years 
of the Nineteenth century. Exhaustive reasons can hardly be 
given for the strangely sudden appearance of individual genius : 
that, however, w hich assigns the splendid national achievements 
of our recent poetry to an impulse from the France of the first 
Republic and Empire is inadequate. The first French Revolution 
was rather one result,--the most conspicuous, indeed, yet itself in 
great measure essentially retrogressive, — of that w ider and more 
potent spirit which through enquiry and attempt, through strength 
and weakness, sw eeps mankind round the circles (not, as some too 
confidently argue, of Advance, but) of gradual Transformation : 
and it is to this that w^e must trace the literature of Modern 
Europe. But, without attempting discussion on the motive 
causes of Scott, Wordsw’orth, Shelley, and others, w'e may observe 
that these Poets carried to further perfection the later tendencies 
of the century preceding, in simplicity of narrative, reverence for 
human Passion and Character in every sphere, and love of Nature 
for herself : — that, whilst maintaining on the whole the advances 
in art made since the Restoration, they renewed the half-forgotten 
melody and depth of tone which marked the test Elizabethan 
writers : — that, lastly, to what was thus inherited they added a 
richness in language and a variety in metre, a force and fire in 
narrative, a tenderness and bloom in feeling, an insight into the 
finer passages of the Soul and the inner meanings of the landscai>e, 
a larger sense of Humanity,— hitherto scarcely attained, and 
perhaps unattainable even by predecessors of not inferior indivi- 
dual genius. In a word, the Nation which, after the Greeks in 
their glory, may fairly claim that during six centuries it has proved 
itself the most richly gifted of all nations for Poetry, expressed 
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NOTES 


in these men the highest strength and prodigality of its naturp 
They interpreted the age to itself-hehce the many ph^^f 
thought and style they present ; — ^to sympathize with each 
fervently and impartially, without fear and without fancifulnese* 
is no doubtful step in the higher education of the soul. For purity 
in taste is absolutely proportionate to strength — ^and when once 
the mind has raised itself to grasp and to delight in excellence, 
those who love most will be found to love most wisely. * 

But the gallery which this Book offers to the reader will aid 
him more than any preface. It is a royal Palace of Poetry which 
he is invited to enter : 

Adparet domus intus, et atria longa patescunt — 

though it is, indeed, to the sympathetic eye only that its treasures 
will be visible. 

ABBREVIATIONS 

A.S. = Anglo-Saxon, adj. = adjective, cp. =compare, Fr. = 
French, Ger.= German, Lat.= Latin, 1. =line, N.E.D.=New 
English Dictionary (Oxford), O.F. =01d French, subst. =sub- 
stantive. Notes borrowed from Mr. F. T. Palgrave are enclosed in 
inverted commas and followed by his initials (F.T.P.). Poems in 
Book IV. are referred to simply by their number in this volume : 
poems in other Books of the Golden Treasury are referred to by their 
number in the complete edition, preceded by the letters G.T. 

No. I. Whether on Ida’s shady hrow 

It is remarkable that these lines — a complaint that there is no 
more poetry left in the world — should have been written so 
shortly before the greatest outburst of poetry that England has 
known since the days of Elizabeth. The poem appeared in 
Blake’s Poetical Sketches ^ 1783, so that it preceded by fifteen years 
the famous joint volume of Wordsworth and Coleridge, Lyrical 
Ballads, 1798. Its author, William Blake, poet, painter, designer, 
and mystic, lived apart from his contemporaries, who altogether 
failed to understand him. He read the Elizabethan poets, and 
was influenced by them, but, not less than Wordsworth, he went 
direct to Nature for inspiration. Since Wordsworth taught 
English readers of poetry to appreciate truth and simplicity in 
verse, Blake, too, has had his admirers. 

Very similar in thought is Matthew Arnold’s poem, The Progress 
of Poesy, especially the line, “ The moimt is mute, the channel 
dry.” Compare also his lines beginning “ Though the Muse be 
gone away.” 

1. Ida. There were two mountains of this name celebrated in 
ancient poetry ; (1) the mountain in the Troad on which the three 
goddesses appeared to Paris, and whence the gods often watched 


the Trojan war ; (2) the mountain in Crete on which Jupiter was 

fabled to have been brought up. 

' No. 11 . Bards of Passion and of Mirth 

Written by Keats on the blank page before Beaumont and 
Fletcher’s tragi-oomedy, The Fair Maid of the Inn. 

The poets enjoy a double immortality — on earth and in Elysium. 
With the sentiment may be compared the loftier and more earnest 
strain in which Shelley afterwards claimed immortality for the 
wTiter of these lines : 

“ Peace, peace ! he is not dead, he doth not sleep ! ” 

{AdonaiSf stanzas 39 et aeq.). 

Metre. — ^The charm of the poem depends largely on the free, 
apparently careless, in reality consummately skilful, variation of 
the simple metre. There are four accents in each line, and the 
general effect is trochaic. But three lines (10, 22, 30) have an 
extra syllable at the beginning, and several others an extra un- 
accented syllable at the end. Without such variation we should 
have the monotonous metre that Touchstone ridicules in .45 You 
Like It, calling it “ the very false gallop of verses,” and offering 
to rhyme Rosalind thus, “ eight years together, dinners and 
suppers and sleeping hours excepted.” 

4. double-lived, ‘ having two lives,’ used by Keats for ‘ having 
a second life.’ For the form cp. ‘ long-lived.’ 

8. parle (Fr. parler), same word as parley, which Shakespeare 
use.'i both as noun and verb. Generally ‘ conference with an 
enemy ’ ; here used, in accordance with its etymology, simply for 
‘ speech.’ Milton uses the form ‘ parle.’ 

11. Elysian. Compare the noble description (partly imitated 
from Virgil, Aeneid, vi. 639) in AVords worth’s Laodamia : 

“ He spake of love, such love as Spirits feel 
In worlds whose course is equable and pure ; 

No fears to beat away — no strife to heal — 

The past unsigh’d for, and the future sure ; 

Spake of heroic hearts in graver mood 
Revived, with finer harmony pursued ; 

Of all that is most beauteous — imaged there 
In happier beauty ; more pellucid streams. 

An ampler ether, a diviner air, 

And fields invested with purpureal gleams : 

Climes which the sun, who sheds the brightest day 
Earth knows, is all unworthy to survey.” 

12. Dian, Diana, a Roman goddess, identified by the Romans 
themselves with Artemis, the Greek virgin goddess, whose 
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KOTES 


favourite occupation was hunting : the fawn was 

dwelling under tents. It generally means ‘ covered 
Txav^^. “ “ *• “0, ‘ tented 7^^’ 

of ctmnoTndr* “ ‘‘‘® formation 

01 compounds. How far is this a ment ? A lanmiaffe dip*? if if 

becomes incapable of ‘ growing ’ new words. bS nothinff re. 

quires greater caution than such coinage on the nart of a nn^f 

We may say that (1) he must not coin words or compounds with 

out a good reason , (2) they most be pleasing to tCrcTSuhev 

must not suggest any mcongruous associations. Within these 
limits a poet may study freshness of diction. 

1 8. tranced. A ‘ trance ’ is a ‘ transit ’ or ‘ passage,’ then ‘ an 

absence of sensation or power to feel.’ So Keate apparently 
means without sense or feeling. ’ rentiy 

20. numbers (Lat. numerare, through the French), applied to 
^poe^t^^’^“^^ succession of feet in a verse, and so^Led for 

^ 21. golden, a favourite epithet of the poets for ‘delightful,’ 

‘ golden Aphrodite.’ wl speak 
of The Golden Legend,’ golden deeds, ‘ The Golden Treasury.’ 



cloying. The intransitive use for ‘ to be cloyed, satiated, 
is very rare, but an example is given in N.E.D. under date 1721. 

30. little week, the short space of mortal life. With this 
description of the subjects of poetry we may compare Terence’s 

Homo sum ; nihil humani a me alienum puio, 
and Virgil s equally famous line, so often quoted (apart from its 
context) as the noblest expression of the function of poetry, Stmt 
Isertmae rerum et mentem tfiortalia tangunt. 


No. III. Much have I travelVd in the reahis of gold 

One of the finest tributes ever paid by one poet to another (in 
this case to two others). Keats wrote it in 1815, in his twentietl* 
yea^r* It is the first poem in which his genius stands fully revealed 
Like Shakespeare, he had little Latin and less Greek ; or 
rather he had no Greek at all, though he had picked up a good deal 
of classical mythology in his school-days. No one contributed 
more than Keats to the revival of the love of the bright Hellenic 
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spirit at the beginnmg of the nineteenth century : but his wonder- 
ful iiwight into that spirit was the gift of nature, not the fruit of 
learning. 

Metbe. — See Appendix on Sonnet. 

1. realms of gold. The world of books is imagined as divided 
into kingdoms. ftealms of gold ’ are regions where the explorer 
may hope to find gold ; but the phrase had also a reference to 

the metaphor ‘golden ’as applied to books (cp.n. 21). ‘Western 

islands ’ seems to suggest the Hesperides and the Atlanta of the 
ancients : the earthly paradise was generally imagined to lie 
westwards beyond the Straits of Gibraltar and 5ie Atlantic 
Ocean. Westwards, too, beyond ‘ the Spanish Main ’ went the 
modem seekers after new ‘ realms of gold,’ But perhaps Keats 
only meant the Bnglish and Latin poets as distinguished from 
the Greek. The poets are further represented as holding their 
kingdoms under ApoUo, the god of music and poetry. 

4. fealty, “ true service,” from Latin jidelitas, through O.F. 
feaiUe, fealte. 

6. deep'brow’d : see note on ‘ drear-nighted,’ xxvni. 1. 

demesne, pronounced “ di-men.” It is properly the sub- 
stantive of an O.F. adjective meaning ‘ belonging to a lord.’ 
The Anglo-French spelling is due to the old law-books. Posses- 
sion j an estate possessed ; the land subject to a king or prince. 

7. Serene, Lat. serenu.s, ‘ bright,’ ‘ clear,’ of weather. Here 
the adj. is used as subst. 


8. Chapman (circa 1557-16,34) translated the Iliad and Odyssei/ 
into English rhyming verse, the first into long lines of seveii 
iambic feet, the second into the ordinary ten-s3dlable heroic 
^uplet. He speaks out “ loud and bold,” retaining much of the 
fctomeric fire a-nd swiftness of movement, and — when read in 
sufficient quantities for the impression of his crudities to wear 

■ enjoyed. Yet, as Mr Palgrave notes, “ to find 

m Chapman s Homer the ‘ pure serene ’ of the original, the reader 
must brmg with him the imagination of the youthful poet ; — he 
must be a Greek himself,’ as Shelley finely said of Keats.” 

11. Cortez, a mistake of Keats. It was not Cortez, the con- 
queror of Mexico (1485-1554), who discovered the Pacific, but 
Vasco Balboa, the Spanish navigator. The date of the discovery 
13 given as September 25, 1513. 

thoughts, all passions, all delights 

This poem is taken from the second (1800) edition of the Lyrical 
j An ^rlier form of it, entitled The Dark Ladie] had 
ppeared in The Morning Post, December 21, 1799. A still 
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minster; 181 )!)). >>>■ J- D- Campbt 

Eng&h^feSre‘ wl'kiS present “ 

same revival of the simpMckv nf Tlf ‘ « ‘ke 

the same subtlety of ps^chof ' ballad. There is 

^tncient ballad, which stamn^i fh? ^ ^ analysis, so foreign to the 
philosopher. There is ^ reflective 

'■ividlyV a fewTrokes of TperTl^e 

don of melody, increasing the power of the It.*^*** fasana- 
time we re-read it, power ot the poem upon us each 

I . We ma,y compare the song in the Merchant of Venice, m. ii • 

Tell me where is fancy bred 

Ur in the heart or in the head ? 

■How begot, how nourished ? 

Iteply, reply. 

f[,.*\e«geiider’d in the eyes, 

V\ ith gazing fed ; and fancy dies 
In the cradle where it lies.” 

(fancy .--love). Coleridge’s answer is different. 

special pleasure^ k^siS^poeHy*^^^^^ Jiappy youth finds a 

/o l^co^ stanza 2, “ In youth we lo ve the 
flitting, quicJdy coming and going. 

hnndng'Sk IpShTr 

Ol.parently from its tcVri ““S'"*'’ 

plioi-ically, to break down in\ialth Tmpa’ir'f’' Till’^ ' ’th^\ 

; {:i) to impair in intelloot, drh-e mai ‘ 

restricted'n’iiruIeroldtEngli^^ 

45. savage den, lair of wild beasts. 

and adverbs meaning ”’n?w ’ P'^®''^ ‘® substantives, adjectives 

than now (e;,. unTmous in rbiht English 

etc.), the other prehxed to verbs^ to'nvn*^ as un-even, un-fair, 

participle ^\vhich is tpia prefixes are used with the past 

hses; ‘ blocked ^ “ “eaning in some 

simplj not closed. But the first prefix ought not to bemused 
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with a present participle when it is a real participle, not a mere 
adjective. " ' 

63. yellow. This seems a simple epithet enough for * forest- 
leaves.’ Yet in nothing more than in such simple but vivid and 
truthful epithets does the poetry of Wordsworth and Coleridge 
differ from most poetry of the earlier eighteenth century. The 
town poets used purely conventional epithets for natural objects ; 
Wordsworth and Coleridge expressed the impressions they had 
received directly from nature. To some readers this epithet 
‘ yellow ’ will at once recall the landscapes of the pre-Raphaelite 
brotherhood of painters, who also tried to rescue art from the 
conventions into which it had fallen and to reproduce nature as 
they found it. (Coleridge was ridiculed by Byron for speaking 
of the ‘ yellow-green ’ in the western sky after sunset : see his ode. 
Dejection.) 


66. ditty, from the Latin dictatunif past participle of dictare, 
a ‘ lesson,’ ‘ exercise,’ was not at first limited to verse. In the 
Roman nt of the Rose Cicero’s treatise De Amicitia is called a ditty. 
Afterwards it W'as used chiefly of songs (in Shakespeare and other 
poets, often of the songs of birds), especially ballads or simple 
poems. 


69. These ' impulses of soul and sense,’ particularised in lines 
71-76, are the thoughts, passions and delights of the first stanza. 


73. kindle, produce. The verb ‘ kindle ’ in the sense of ‘ pro- 
duce ’ is said to have a different origin from the same verb in the 
sense of ‘ inflame.’ 


76. subdued. Observe here and throughout the poem how 
skilfully Coleridge uses the repetition of words and phrases. He 
is never afraid of tautology. Cp. in the Ancient Mariner : 

''The vfestetn wave was all aflame. 

The day was w'ell-nigh done ! 

Almost upon the western wave 
Rested the broad bright Sun ; 

When that strange shape drove suddenly 
Betwirt us and the Sun . . 

And straight the Siin was flecked with bars. 
(Heaven’s Mother send us grace !) 

As if through a dungeon grate he peered 
With broad and burning face.” 

77. The earlier version inserted a stanza .here, which is worth 
quoting : 

“ While Fancy, like the midnight torch 
That bends and rises in the wind. 

Lit up with wild and broken lights 
The tumult of her mind.” 
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8l ’ ‘ ‘ “"f™® »'ith shame, 

No. V. 0 talk not to me of a name great in story 

wrj!'*’'' and true of Byron’s smaller ooems ” IP T p . 

Written by him on the road between J’loronce and ’ 

foit Ifan’^^pTesM 

““bre.^ ^ ut^o:^trx^ rSd 

i 

1. story, history. 

the\S 

Yet once more, 0 ye Jaurels, and once more 
le myrtles brown, with ivy never sere.” 

There all three are combined to form the poet’s garland ivhirb 
escribes himself as about to assume prematurely f’’ f 
Mme to pluck your berries harsh and crude ”). Here the myrtle 
and ,yy are conlruskd with the laurel. At Greek banoSrtfi 
bough of myrt^ was held by each guest in turn as he (On 

inrso^“''"?MI well-known Athenian driiik-' 

oo^ TT’ if sword in myrtle now.’) The ivy was 

erec o 1 acchus. These two, as emblems of youthful iollitv 
are contrasted with the laurel, the crown of the victor ^ ’ 

Shak:X57n”|n!Sl ."P- -"S’ ‘ 0 

Coni3 and kiss me, SMect-and-twenty, 

Youth, s a stuff will not endure.” 

In Shakespeare’s line “ sweet and twenty ” probably means 
sweet kisses and twenty of them.” But Byron’s phrase looks 

“fdhe phrase in 

6. May-dew. The dew in May was supposed to have miraculous 
properties ; to bathe the face in it w^as to secure perpetual beauty. 

11. discover, reveal. 

N*o. VI. 0 BrignaU hanks are wild and fair 

Rol^y XXXI. are songs from Sir W. Scott’s poem of 

1. BrignaU, near Barnard Castle in the North Riding of York- 
shire ; the Greta is a tributary of the Tees. ‘ Dotheboys Hall 
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{Nicholas NkkUby, chap, iv.) was * near Greta Bridge, in York- 
shire.’ For Scott’s use of place-names see note on lvi. 1. 

4. Notice the omission of the relative ‘ that ’ at the beginning of 
this line. Generally speaking, poetry tends to omit relatives and 
conjunctions when they can be spared without injury to the sense. 

25. read, suppose, conjecture. The radical meaning of the 
word (Ger. reden) is ‘ to put or place before.’ From this come 
various meanings, e.g. to place before the mind, t.e. conjecture, 
imagine, consider, consult, advise ; to place before others, ».e. 
declare, tell ; to place writing before others, i.e, to speak it aloud. 

26. palfrey, a saddle-horse. The word is in early use in English, 
derived through the French from the low Latin paraveredvs^ a 
hybrid formation from the Greek iragd, ‘ beside ’ {so ‘ extra ’), and 
wredws, late Latin, ‘ a post-horse.’ The modem French form is 

palefroi. 

27. ranger, *one who ranges a forest, the officer in charge of it. 
To ‘ range ’ meant ‘ to set in a rank,’ so ‘ to scour a country with an 
array of armed men ’ (Skeat) ; then, to ‘ traverse ’ or ‘ rove over.’ 

28. greenwood. This compound (cp. ‘ greensward ’) occurs as 
carlv as Chaucer. 

29. winds, ‘ blo^vs,’ the same word as the subst. ‘ wind.’ Cp. 
Milton, LycidaSy “ WTiat time the gray-fly winds her sultry hom.” 

37. brand. See note on iv. 30. 

musketoon, from It. mosrhettone, a short musket carried by 
cavalry in 17th and 18th centuries (Stanford). 

39. Dragoon, orig. a kind of musket, so-called from its ‘ breath- 
ing fire ’ like a dragon ; then, a cavalrj' soldier armed with this 
weapon. 

40. list, ‘ listen,’ ‘ give heed to,’ an extension of an A.S. word 
meaning ‘ to desire ’ (cp. ‘ listless ’). 

tuck, properly tuckett, a flourish on a trumpet. The word 
is said to be of Teutonic origin and connected with ‘ touch,’ but 
it is certainly the same as the Italian word toccata, a prelude to a 
piece of music (Skeat). 

47. mickle, a longer form of ‘ much.’ Both forms occur in 
early English. 

48. would reign, the relative ‘ who ’ is omitted. 

51. fiend, A.S. an enemy, especially used of evil spirits. The 
igvis fatu'u.s, or Will o’ the Wisp, is meant by ‘ the fiend whose 
lantern lights the mead.’ See the descri])tion of him in Milton’s 
V Allegro (where he is called ‘ the drudging goblin ’ and ‘ the 
lubber fiend ’) ; Comus, 1. 432 ; Paradise Lost, ix. 634-42. 
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w ^ Beauty’s daughters 

Written in 1816 . 

the stanza, except The*^e?ond°S*fourS^^ h' 

The rhythm is ia^mbic, var™d b“fnl;’:S; ‘’'"■ 

across waters krtthe thon^hf moonbeam lying 

influence of the^L“th» ■U“^«b'ittan“H"'‘“ 

Witf !f ^ ‘i*" ‘■'•e moon. 

With iluid steps anywhere around the globe.” 


No. VIII. 1 arise from dreams of thee 

wiM bf fo^nf “Suttl^Vo eo^on, 

who used to sing them. Williams, 

Metre. Three accents in each line the feet iarnKJ^ 

SS*rr”'^T i" the’ first ^e the 

where the^spme*f * “* S*'’""® swiftness to the line. Lines 

-are purely “mb^ “o™ment-“ I die, I faint, I fail,” 

fin^fmgraS^eil™ blotTm^fStanfordb 

Shelle/mighfe^s^rWe'friS ““f '"• 
SfinZ^fe^: ' “ ' ”-wo«wVb:nTv:t™ 

12. like sweet thoughts. The faint ssveet odours vankhinrr 
even as we become conscious of them, .are compared to the tu«Hhe 

‘‘'““Shts of a dreamt %o fhenefire’ 

world that he r. ™ f •"'■'* teal than the material 

reference to the thing.s in the real world bv 

h.m ghosts from an enchanter fleeing ” fcxv 3 The ?oSe of 
the hushed city at noon is ” soft like Solitude’s ” (Lxnn 9). Most 
poets, conversely, explain things in the imao'inarv world hv 

images drawn from the material world. 

in nightingale is often so called 

in Lhzabethan poetry, as it is called qiierellam Latin. 





IX— XI 













No. IX. Sh^ walks in beauty, like tJw night 

Written in 1814 in honour of a cousin, “ the b^utiful Mrs. 
Wilmot.” 

8. Had, would have. 

9. raven, black like the raven’s. 

14. eloquent, explained by the lines that follow. 


No. X. She was a phantom of delight 

Composed in 1804. In 1802, Wordsworth had married Mary 
Hutchinson, who in childhood had been his fellow-pupil in a 
dame’s school at Penrith. It was she undoubtedly who inspired 
the poem, of which Wordsworth tells us that “ it was written 
from my heart as is sufficiently obvious.” An interesting account 
of the poet’s wife and also of his sister, Dorothy Wordsworth, 
will be found in De Quincey’s Lake Reminiscences (Vol. II., 
pp. 236, 282, of the 1896 edition of the Collected Writings). 
De Quincey says that Mrs Wordsworth “ furnished a remark- 
able proof "how possible it is for a woman neither handsome nor 
even comelv according to the rigour of criticism nay, generally 
pronounced very plain — to exercise all the practical fascination 
of beauty, through the mere compensatory charms of sweetness 
all but angelic, of simplicity the most entire, womanly, self- 
respect and purity of heart speaking through all her looks, acts, 

and movements.” 

We mav compare the exquisite lines that Tennyson wrote at 
the close" of his life in dedicating his last book to his wife 
(“There on the top of the down”), and Browning’s beautiful 
tributes to his wife. By the Fireside^ One W ord More and the 
invocation (“ O lyric love ”) in The Ring and the Book. 


No. XI. She is not fair to outward view 

Hartley Coleridge, son of S. T. Coleridge, was bom in 1796 
and died in 1849. He was buried at Grasmere, where his grave is 
near Wordsworth’s. He was the child in whose honour Coleridge 
wrote the fine poem, Frost at Midnight : 

“ I was reared 
In the great city, pent ’mid cloisters dim. 

And saw nought lovely but the sky and stars. 

But thou, my babe ! shalt wander like a breeze 
By lakes and sandy shores, beneath the crags 
Of ancient mountains, and beneath the clouds 
Which image in their bulk both lakes and shores 
And mountain crags : so shalt thou see and hear 
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The lovely sha^^s and sounds intelligible 
Of that eternal language, which thy God 
Utters, who from eternity doth teach 
Himself m a 1 , and all things in Himself. . . . 
herefore all seasons shall be sweet to thee. . . 

that Nature would presen-e for him “ b>“ndividua^%f°ht*“A 
oxxx?. £“28.) (S^ 

There is something inexpressibly sad about the futiiitv nf a 

l e egun under such splendid auspices. Hartley Coleridge’s lif' 

was almost entirely one of failure, though he wrote some 
eouStion. attained the honour of a place in thif 


No. XIlI. She dwelt among the untrodden ways 

(xiii.-xvi.) Mr. Aubrey de Vere 
" chiefly on Poetry, Vol. I., p. 152 ) : 

J these poems are love-poems is certain : whether thev 

reality, the poet has left unrecorded. 

. o one was less disposed than Wordsworth to minister to 
that vulgar curiosity which in these days respeids no sanetuarx 
I he egotism with which his poetry has been char<^ed was com 
luonly of a wholly dilTerent sort : the ‘ Mind of Man ’ he speaks 

My haunt, and tlie main region of my song : ‘ 

in st'l^dying human rmturc. his own breast was'fbe nearest mirror 

ot hun an t.y into ivhmh tm coul.l l„„k ; and it is a human not an 

imlividual interest in hims,.|f that is so frankiv revealed in his 

philosophical verse. He was coniidential on siil,|eet.s respecting 

which others have nothin;; to eonfide ; but eniifidcnecs , iiidi as 

tho.se m which some poets liave been profuse would liave been 
against his instincts.” »niii 

folf^ ![l!f '^ntten, we might perhaps have 

fi t that there was something lacking in Wordsworth— that 

inhnite tend(^ne.ss which is perhaps the most deeply poetic thing 

in poetry. This depth of emotion is not inconsistent with— 

rather it i.s e.ssentially connected with — the severest self-restraint 

in How htth^ tlu^sc lines say as compared with the 

much that they imply I ' 

I he Lucy serias contains one other poem, a verv sirikiiic 
one. not included m The (lohh,, Trem„ry. H I, coin., “ Stiaim; 

Its ot paasion have I known.” ,Sce also the little poem beginning, 
Among .all lovely things my love had been.” b b. 
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2. Dove. The * place where ’ is not important, and there is 
nottog to be gained by trying to identify it. There is a beautiful 
river Dove in Derbyshire, a tributary of the Trent, and th^ is a 
Dove Crag on the small lake of Brother’s Water in Westmoreland. 

But 

“ Be Yarrow stream unseen, unknown ! 

It must, or we shall rue it ; 

We have a vision of our own. 

Ah, why should we undo it ? ” 

No. XIV. I travelVd among unknown men 

1 1 . Wheel, the spinning wheel, worked by the hand, once to be 
found in every well-ordered English household, now entirely 
obsolete owing to the introduction of machinery. “I could 
write a treatise of lamentation upon the changes brought about 
among the cottages of Westmoreland by the silence of the spin- 
ning wheel. During long winter nights and wet days, the wheel 
upon which wool was spun gave employment to a great part of a 
family. The old man, how'ever infirm, was able to card the wool, 
as he* sat in the corner by the fireside ; and often, w^hen a boy, 
have I admired the cylinders of carded wool which were softly 
laid upon each other by his side. Two wheels were often at work 
on the same floor ; and others of the family, chiefly little children, 
were occupied in teasing and cleaning the wool to fit it for the 
hand of the carder.” (Wordsworth.) 

13. thy nights concealed. A superfluous addition if w e look at 
tlie bare prosaic fact, and yet just the most exquisite touch in the 
P'xmi. 

14. bowers. The word first means ‘ dwelling ’ (O.E.) ; (2) ‘ a 
vague poetic w^ord for an idealized abode, not realized in any 
actual dwelling ’ : cp. Milton, " The bowser of earthly bliss ’ ; 
(3) an inner apartment, especially a lady’s private apartment 
or boudoir ; (4) a place closed in with trees, a leafy covert, arbour. 
It is a favourite word w'ith Wordsworth (cp. xv. 10), and with 
Scott (xxxiii. 5). The latter uses it in sense (3) ; Wordsworth in 
a sense which here at least vaguely combines (2), (3) and (4). 



Three years she grew in sun and shower 


Wordsworth’s poetry is full of ‘ the education of Nature.’ For 
That education as experienced in his own life, see especially The 
Prelude and LineJt composed a few nules above T intern Abbey. 
Again, we mav compare the influence of life-long contact with 
Nature upon the shepherd Michael in Wordsworth’s story of that 
name, and contrast the fatal influence of tropical Nature upon a 
sensuous temperament as conceived by him in the poem Ruth 
(oxm. in this volume). 


NOTES 


poem and of x. 15-16, Ruskin says 

are two passages of ;ho ST^ = “ Tl>e?e 

me, from all others— not by power 

syllables, theUpIetLn 3^-’ - - ^ew 

and impulse^’ S 1^1^® correspondence to ‘law 

adjective'iSsMvt Ctom^reX’ the“thl^t, ** * 


^d balmy drops in summer dark 
blide from the bosom of the stars.” 

TTT — T ennvson. 

described influence of tropical Nature 

17. silence. Cp. 

The silence that is in the starry sky, 

Ihe sleep that is among the lonely hills.” 

cloud Thtt floa*ts mlligh oV Md ^ ® 

rank : t:!:’ 

- SGcrot, Latin SBCTEtiis^ ^ far-witlidrawn ’ < r\ 

the secret top Of Oreb or of sLri ’ 

emended to ‘ On the sacred top/* ^ ^ Bentley strangely 

a.nd^4,-!t *'T*n * ■^°''' *’®autifully the ‘ murmuring sound ’ of rivulets 
and waterfalls is reproduced in thi«? ling» Pt, ^ j ^ i cieis 
in a Ipftpr nf T* p "D > 1 ■ , nne. Op. a wonderful passage 

Ain • “ Ti,.' a /rhioh describes the rivulets on a Swiss 
Alp ; The grass seems to be all flowers, and the flowers to be a fl 

fverywhere tdTv'T''f1 a ^ ■• “-I ‘J^rough it 

different and f Hp n sound, are 

31. vital. The epithet recalls us to line 13, “ There are deadly 

v?r”iao." Rlkiri, slVme 

35. She and I. Observe that Nature is still the speaker. 

eo,w“T f®”' Sophocle.s, with his TOr^jraw Si, 

hereafter*’’*^ ■ , ,Bor the last, last time and never again 

neSj^hle C ® of this 

inexorable never more recurs often in poetry. 
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No. XVI. A slufiiber did my spirit seed 

There is no denial here of the immortality so nobly proolaimed 
by Wordsworth himself in his Ode (cxxxi.) ; only the contrast 
inevitably forcing itself upon the mourner between the loved 
human form as it was and as it is. Similarly, after Hallam^s 
death, Tennyson’s mind is pre-occupied with the thought of the 
ship bringing home the mortal remains (In Me?noriam, Cantos 
ix.-xix.), especially such lines as : 

“ And hands so often clasped in mine 
Should toss with tangle and with shells,” 


or And dead calm in that noble breast 

Which heaves but mth the heaving deep.” 

With this perfect elegy of eight lines may be compared W. S. 
Landor’s lines in memory of Rose Aylmer : 

“ Ah, what avails the sceptred race ! 

• Ah, what the form divine ! 

What every virtue, every grace ! 

Rose Aylmer, all were thine. 

Rose Aylmer, whom these wakeful eyes 
May weep, but never see, 

A night of memories and sighs 
I consecrate to thee.” 


The two poems are alike in their self-restraint, so characteristic 
of the best classical poetry. Wordsworth’s elegy Mr, Aubre}^ 
de Vere describes as “ a dirge which those who confoimd the 
passionate with the exclamatory will do well to pass by, but 
which to others will represent, in its stern brevity, the tragic 
rising to the terrible.” 

7. diurnal. Cp. Wordsworth’s description of skating : 

“ Still the solitarv cliffs 
Wheeled by me — even as if the earth had rolled 
With visible motion her diurnal round.” 

Observe the added weight and dignity given by the use of 
‘ diurnal ’ instead of the commonplace ‘ daily.’ 


No. XVII. I meet thy pensive ^ moordight face 

Henry Francis Lyte (1793-1847), the author of this poem and 
Lxxin., was an English clergyman, curate of Lymington. Hamp- 
shire, and Charlton, Devonshire, and afterwards vicar of Lower 
Brixham. He is chiefly remembered as the author of several 
well-known hymns, “ Abide with me, fast falls the eventide,” 
” Pleasant are Thy courts above,” “ Jesus, I my cross have 
taken.” 
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?aid to be ‘ fuU of SMshine.' So a fet oTc « often 

dead love^eamt of. howfve; I iLlT “ 

of a living love in Tennyson’s Maud : the vision 

jSktng a^'etomter IrX'h' iPI f 

Pale with the golden beam of nn ®P was drown’d, 

Passionless, pfle, cold face star 

Woman-like, taking revenae ton ^ profound ; 

Done but in thought to voiTr hT + ^ transient wrong 

Growing and fading and^growW^it^’ as pale as before, 

Laminous, gem.Iikl“hoSe ®dS Z ZZl ^ 

Growing and fading and growiilg, till I could “el?Itnfmme5’ 

Perhaps the meiSne ‘ In days wh'"h*'™ epithets is obscure. 

were dearer to me tCthe pt^^ ’ !>"“> 

* 

No. XVIII. A chieftain to the highlands hound 

T, Campbell (1777-1844) won tii« # r 
Pleasures of Hove a didaptiV n • fame as a poet by The 

published at the aae of twenty on? m heroic couplets, which he 

deserts-though itionta.rg^od 

from Scott, Ind mSot a W 1 end 

ones, OVomwr’a ChM and Gert™* of t 

unworthy to be read alnrirr yr-ifi, + 1 , • *' tbat are not 

has followed his popularity" he has suffered undnlV*’''''*''’" 

Arnold S'to “belhe mnt “'V*® which Matthew 

plainness of thought plainness'of Homer, rapidity, 

nobility. There can solrceW I ^ u • ?’ ^“*>10 its compass 

Shelley’s poem. The Fuaitiv^ i‘ Tt ^ 7 Pr^He for a ballad. 

closel/ rea^bfes tWs IftTu^ject Te d7ffr ’I 

makes a comparison of the two p'o^ms atryISm ^ 0 "“ * 

ir.:£S?r?" i?^i« 

rS;m":7s^%Hi " b^\tt 

worth in fho V ' ' metre is used by Words- 

“< 1 “' 

coast rf'Muu'’ The'wend''”?^ . ^-ooh-na-Keal, on the west 
oasc or MuU. Ihe island of Ulva is opposite the mouth of the 
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loch. Loch is a Gaelic word, used both for a narrow arm of the 
sea (like the Norwegian fiords) and an inland lake. 

15. bonny, handsome, fair, blythe. A corruption of the French 
bonmy fern, of bon, ‘ good.’ 

20. winsome, from the A.S., pleasant, lovely. 

26. water-wraith. A wraith (Scandinavian word) was an 
apparition in the likeness of a person supposed to be seen Just 
before or just after his death. See the wonderful description of 
the wraith of King James I. of Scotland in Rossetti’s King*s 
Tragedy, Compare also xcix. 31-2 (Wordsworth, quoting the 
old ballad), “The water- wraith ascended thrice, And gave his 
doleful warning ” ; and Lxxrv. 11-12, “ The fishers have heard 
the water-sprite, Whose screams forebode that wreck is nigh.” 


No. XIX. Oft I had heard of Lucy Gray 

If there are any persons who still maintain the eighteenth 
century doctrine so strenuously combated by WordsAvorth, that 
the chief difference between poetry and prose lies in the diction — 
not in the thought, but in the drapery of the thought — they will 
probably see nothing whatever to admire in Lucy Gray. Some 
too, whose love of poetry is less shallow than this, and who care 
for poetry because, and in proportion as, it seems to them more 
elevated than prose, and who, therefore, without confusing the 
inner spirit and the external trappings, demand that the two shall 
correspond in dignity and nobility, may cavil at the unadorned 
simplicity of this poem. Wordsworth has abandoned in it all 
the external helps of dignified and unfamiliar language, or pathetic 
and lofty association, which a poet may justifiably use to enhance 
the impressiveness of his theme. He has chosen to rely on the 
absolute and sufficient pathos of the story — the tragedy of a young 
and beautiful life lost within such close proximity to those who 
could have saved it and would so cheerfully have given their ovm 
lives to save it. He sets down the plain facts with that simplicity 
which seems so easy but is really the perfection of art ; so that w'e 
see the whole sequence of events in a series of pictures unsur- 
passed in literature for vividness. If that is not enough for us, 
if the unutterable pathos does not move us, he will do no more for 
us — add no more to disguise from us our owm callousness to the 
appeal. Yea, just one thing more he will do — spiritualize the 
incident by showing us that even Lucy’s peasant neighbours 
cannot associate the thought of death with a being so full of life 
and unselfish joy. If one of the great functions of poetry is to 
awake the mind from the lethargy of custom ’ to the infinite 
depth below the surface of common every-day things, VV ordswortb 
has abundantly fulfilled it here. 
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Notes 


mo^y by 

not fa I on the verso acoent or even within d ' ^^Ptasis does 

‘She dwelt on a wide moor ’ rvherrth^ 
marked svIJables. emphasis is on the three 

cathedral churches. Here as in iw W English 

to ‘ local colour ' = there is ‘ minIL 

• hTOk, a cuiwed iron instrument for cutting or loppine. 

o, wanton, playful, sportive, unrestrained • “ ttip + 

IS unrestrained, uneducated nnV ^ the true sense 

(Skeat.) uneaucatcd, not taken m hand by a master.” 


No. XX. Why weep ye by the tide, ladie? 

Scotch words- sall-shnlf ^ ® Albyns Anthology in 1816. 

wi' = ;-ith. ~ ’ toh = church, baith = both, awa’= away, 

Barnard Castle.^***’ oounty of Durham, five miles north of 

thounh^tim ^ifereMe'in 

the spelling. The aUurfonTfn h"T by a difference in 

W.ide. " (Skeat ) ° ® 

mano, hand), and was first used of the control ot hmS. ‘ 

-^0. palfrey* See note on vi 2G 

is itmret,t^‘tt,7iL^ Ini&v 

sea is derived from this Co “ AlitA i ® and reflux of the 
in Buy of the £osil‘Xl,T'^x.i ^ 

.10. bower. See note on xiv. 14. 

No. XXL The fountains mingle with the river 

of ligM Ci! ‘‘ if^Ss bSt fes nrogiT'* “ ^ 

excent^S^^vftrv*^f^f is written in trochaic lines of four accents, 

an eltra svlhhhV^Z^^ i'"! accents. Further, 

an extra i.lable is allowed at the beginning of the line, as in the 


first and third lines (The fountains mingle with the river ) ; and 
the final trochee may be reduced to a single long syllable, €ts in 
lin« 6 and 8 (Wh^ not 1 with thine ?). 

No. XXII. How sweet the answer Echo makes 

A very simple but singularly musical poem — one of the most 
perfect of Moore’s * Melodies,’ as they are apprOl)riately named. 
There is an onomatopoeic effect in it, which is difficult to analyse — 
as if the smooth swift ripple of the long lines gave us the very 
sound ‘ of horn or lute or soft guitar,’ and the short lines the 
answering echoes. 

This is the first of a group of poems connected with evening 
or night (xxn.-xxv.). Mother such group begins at cn. 

No. XXIII. Ah ! County Guy, the hour is nigh 

This song is from Quentin Duncard, Chapter IV. 

1. County. Count, Earl. “ Apparently an adoption of Anglo- 
French Counte, or O.F. and Ital. Conte, w'ith unusual retention of 
final vowel, confused in form with county ” [the domain of a 
^Jouut] {N.E.D.). 

3. bower. See note on xiv. 14. 

7. confess, either ‘ acknowledge,’ or ‘ attest,’ as in Pope’s “ The 
voice divine confess’d the warlike maid.” 


No. XXIV. Gem of the crimson-coloured Even 

Compare cm., also by Campbell. 

5. pensile, hanging. Shenstone speaks of ‘ pensile woods.* 

6. tear of twilight, a somewhat euphuistic expression for the 
dew. But cp. Coleridge in exxn. 40, and Moore in xxxvm. 1. 

7. So due, etc., i.e. so faithfully do you return at the appointed 
hour to the sunset sky. 

11. sure, t.c. ‘ it is sure that,’ ‘ it must be that.’ 

23. wanton. Cp. xix. 26. 

30. embalms, makes balmy. 

33. winnow’d, fanned. Generally it is used of grain separated 
from chaff by fanning, and this modem sense is also the com- 
monest in early English. Campbell’s use may have been suggested 
by Milton, Paradise Lost, Bk. V. : 

“ Then with quick fan 
Winnows the buxom air, till within soar 
Of tow’ring eagles, to all the fowls he seems 
A phoenix.” 
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NOTES 


No. XXV. Swiftly walk over the western wave 

they "are apfto\"e" f±r 

counterparts were to the ancient 

Xt™his-;tvC^ sr f*'? ‘ "pp-iatrte 

I6ne dIvIivZ? th'"^ ‘h® all the long and 

fK i’ ^ ^ X ^ hough perhaps we should in such cases reearrl 

the last sWhhif bv ’itrit “.“"““S the first syllable, and taking 
tne i^t syU ibJo by itself : m the dactylic lines the last RvIlabU 

certainly goes by itself. A monosyllabic foot seems even^tn ho 

and 1 tied r“ I 

C“:iS4‘r^’ 

eastern cave. Cp. c. 44-5. 

“ When the night is left behind 
In the deep east, dim and blind.” 

D. Star-mwrought. The dark sky is the mantle of Night with 

sStars wo\"6n into its texture. ^ 

13. opiate, bringing forgetfulness. 

17. rode, more picturesque than ‘rose’ or ‘mounted.’ Li»ht 

IS imaumed as a horseman or a charioteer, as Phoebus .and Aurora 

drive their steeds in the ancient poets. 

19. his* Day is masc. in this line, fern, in 1. IL 

22. iniy brother Death. Sleep is personified as the brother of 
Death in Iliad XIV 231, •'TTr.if; ir,>fJL^\.rn KainyuIiTt^ Oat^droto. 
Virgil too raa <es Death the brother of Sleep— Consanguineus Leli 
oopor but his Death and Sleep are shapes of terror in the 
entrance to the lower world and represent ‘ drugged sleep ’ and 
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* violent death,* Aen. vi.’278. Tennyson, In Memoriam, Canto 
68, follows Homer : 

“ When in the down I sink my head. 

Sleep, Death’s twin brother, times my breath.” 

Similarly Shelley himself in the opening lines of Queen Mab : 

“ How wonderful is Death, 

Death and his brother Sleep.” 

24. filmy*eyed. A whole picture in an epithet. Such coinage 
of a picturesque compound is more characteristic of Keats than 

of Shelley. 

No. XXVI. Why art thou silent ? Is thy love a plant 

In XXVI.-XXXIV. we have a group of poems devoted to ‘ The 
pains of love ’ — especially the sadness of love that meets with 
unfaithfulness. 

Wordsworth wrote this poem in 1835. “ Tn the month of 

January, when Dora and I were walking from Town End, Gras- 
mere, across the vale, snow being on the ground, she espied, in 
the thick though leafless hedge, a bird’s nest half-fiUed with snow. 
Out of this comfortless appearance arose this sonnet, which was, 
in fact, written without the least reference to any individual 
object ” (Wordsworth’s note). It recalls his earlier poem, “ There 
is a change and I am poor ” (1806). 

7. Even my least generous wishes have only sought for what 
you could give without lessening your own happiness. 

1.3. eglantine, sweet brier. Cp. the description of an arbour 
in Spenser, Faerie Queene^ n. v. 29 : 

“ Through which the fragrant eglantine did spread. 

His prickling arms, entrayled with roses red, 

Which daintie odours round about them threw.” 

Milton in U Allegro, 48, and Shelley in cvin. 16, seem to use 
‘ eglantine ’ for ‘ honeysuckle. ’ 



No. XXVII. When we two parted 

First published in 1816. 

Metre. — Dactvlic. The first line of each couplet consists of 
two dactyls, the second of which is often shortened into a trochee 
(When we two parted). In two lines of the last stanza it is 
shortened still further, but the following line in each case begins 
with an extra syllable which takes the place of the dropped one. 
The second line of each couplet consists of a dactyl followed by 
a single long syllable. All the lines, as is usual in lyric metres, 
admit of an extra unaccented syllable- -or even two syllables — at 
the beginning (In silence and tears). 

O.T. IV. G 
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notes 


first 


“ Never may I behold 
Moment like this.” 


^ ®^p^riority of tliG later version tcj c^iif 

pamon of the two should help to oontil » ““i- 

inspiration. It would have Len well J? poetic 

ease of a person of qualitv hpid^r ■ negligent 

carefully. quality, had revised more often and iLre 

T spoken of or %htlv esteempd fho 

Lat. ryravzs, so often applied to character! ^ 

18. a knell, z,e. ‘ and the sound is a<s n 1 -r.iaii + 

construction is what would be callefHn P [ 

tive in apposition to the sentence ’ lit grammar ‘ accusa- 

TrJpd.. sentence, like Krdm/xev Mep^Xeip 

* 

i 

No. XXVIII. Ilia drear-nighted December 

are sptSy 'chirarteristfc rf'Keat Practices which 

(1) the inveLionTcom pound^^^^^^^ itTP* P"*®' 

from a substantive by means of a “ ““Ij^rtive 

W, T. Arnold, in the iatmduotion to^to cTini Mr- 

out that both practices may be defended bv 

though perhaps no poet uses them so fredy as Ki^^ts ^ samples, 

drear-mghted ’ Keats may be said to hf ii^ 

analogy of ‘ good-natnreH » qk following the 

Miltorhas nrer’^efe^^ ‘ «'V.' 

Gray has ‘storied urn,’ even Vordsworf h n any more, 

‘ pillar’d shade.’ 'Vordsworth (following Milton) has 

wo?d iX :f wTs! tntZ’lnlJ'- ‘'>® 

Obatterton. ‘‘ The vvord i« i ^ Poet, 

once in the famous line ‘ A times by Coleridge, 

drear ’ • once at lea-?!- hv 1 without a pang, dark, void and 

years ^ “<• of f^t® 

use*’ort?fetohht‘'‘re’!T'o‘‘^ of their greenness. The bold 

“ Annihilating all that’s made 

0 a green thought in a green shade.” 

866*‘tfSoAfvW^'®'r‘”f P®®®PeI in Euripides, Bacchae, 

000, vf^pm xXoepais ^pwaifoiwa \iipam o^omh. 
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5 nndo. the opposite of ‘ to do,’ especiaUy in Ewly English to 
nTv.n that which has been fastened, a sense m which the word is 
sdfl common ; then, generally, to ‘ annul,’ ‘ d^troy. 

fi sleetv. Adjectives in y are “ so numerous as to be a distinct 
feature in Keats’ style ” (W. T. Arnold). 

12. Apollo. See note on cxiv. 75. 

14 fretting, the ruffling of their crystal surface. So ‘ fretted ’ 
means ‘ ruffled ’ in cxxxi. 88, “ Fretted by saUies of 1^ mother s 
kisses.” ‘ To fret ’ properly means ‘ to eat ’ (cp. the German 
(nssen), then ‘to corrode,’ and metaphorically to vex. Ihe 
word ‘ fret ’ used in architecture and music is of different ongm. 

15. petting. There is a substantive ‘pet’ and an adjective 
‘ oettish,’ but the verb seems to be of Keats’ own coining. A 
‘ pet ’ in the sense of ‘ a fit of peevishness ’ is probably deny^ 
from ‘ pet,’ a ‘ darling,’ because darlings naturally become peevish. 

^>0 writhed, i.c. ‘ who writhed.’ For the omission of the rela- 
tive CD. VI. 4. The harshness of the juxtaposition of ‘ writhed 
with the unaccented ending and ‘ passed ’ with the accented end- 
ins is the solitary blemish in this lovely poem. 

21. Cp. Tennyson, Locksley Hall, “ This is truth the poet sings. 
That a sorrow’s crown of sorrow is remembering happier things. 
Tennyson was thinking of Dante, Itifcvno, V. 121-3 : 

“ Nessun maggior dolore 
Che ricordarsi del tempo felice 
Nella miseria.” 

Mr. Churton Collins iIllusf:at{ons of Tennyson, p. 63) quotes 
parallel passages from Thucydides, Pindar, Boethius, and others. 


No. XXIX. Where shall the lover rest 

The song occurs in Matniion, Canto m., where the air is 
described as ‘ wild and sad,’ like “ the lament of m^ . 
languish’d for their native glen.” To Marmion, who had b^ 
trayed Constance Beverley, the words are specially ominous, and 
they are recalled by him at the hour of death (Canto vi., stanza 

xxxii. ). 

Metre. — Dactylic. The first line of each couplet contains two 
dactyls, the second a dactyl followed by a trochee. An extra 
unaccented syllable is allowed at the beginning of the line, e.^. 

(Her) wing shall the | eagle flap.” But the metrical triumph of 
the song is the magnificent rendering of the rush of flight and 
pursuit in the third stanza. The sense of irresistible speed is 
conveyed by the way in which the metre ignores the ordinary 
breaks between the lines : “ I'n the lost | bAttle, Borne ] down by 
the I fly^ing. Where mingles war’s ] rattle w'ith | groans of the j 
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NOTES 


he^tla tis metre 

• If so, it was the instinct of a poet. ^ ^ §mded by in- 
9- Eleu loro, apparently a Gaelic lament, like the Greek droro? 

^7. rattle, the confused noise of war. g stream. 

No. XXX. 0 what can ail thee. hnigU-at-arm 

“P’ ’'oi’ow Into,— 

Tumultuous,-and, in chords that tenderest nc 

xt r 9- -- p- 

loth century, translated into English bv sS 

mainly of a somewhat nrnliv onn ^ir Richard Ros, consists 

lady and her lover at Z clot ®“ “Muratc 

to dance and play,* he desnerate f she goes away mdifferent 

of the English" v'^’ratn Tay 1 seen L Chata?^“'^«"?;- 
Jlr. Furnivall for the Eari AfvIhT tI^ 

dTp" i >• E^lTtenl™;. 

iraititive bklLdf th1ch^"alonAmMn V * ^ 

wealth of X, X ” i t 0 than for the equal 

adjective, an epithet S^t£^kn1(rht.°^^It^^s^r^b 

much for metrical reasons a<? fmm * r 1 substituted, not so 

Keats, for unusual niode.s of e.xpres” on. "’'"acteristio of 

in t*hi^ sing. Four very simple monosyllables : but 

a ar^t “Stance of the stupendous effect which 

worths %lZ ode cvX'f °f ^ords- 

Book 1 1 aTe atort L °r in 

monosvllabL “ TenX ‘“’’ix monosyllabic. Pope’s dislike for 

been shared b;^ oi^grealesTpStf 



6 woe-begone. The original phrase was ‘him was woe- 
beffone ’ »•«. ‘ to had woe closed round,’ from the obsolete verb 
‘tego ‘ encompass,’ but the later construction occurs in 

Chaucer {N.E.D,). 

18. sons, girdle. 

19. as, as if. Cp. iJtxn. 7 and cxiv. 74. An archaism: the 
‘ if ’ was'not needed when the force of the subjunctive was livelier. 

21. pacing, moving with measured steps. * Pace ’ is the same 
word as * pass ’ j Lat. jhissus, 

26. manna-dew, Hebrew. See Exodus, xvi. 15. “ It is im- 

possible to name any natural product that will answer to the 
requirements of the Scriptural narrative in regard to this heaven- 
sent food ” {Cambridge. Companion to the Bible). 

29. elfin is the adjective of ‘ elf,’ a little sprite, though it is 
often itself used as a substantive. 

35. latest, not simply ‘ last ’ but with an allusion to the fact-— 
doubtless familiar to Keats as a medical student — that vitality is 
lowest in the hours just before dawn. Cp. “ The dead dark hour 
before the dawn When sick men die,” Lewis Morris, Epic of Hades. 

41. gleam. There is a substantive ‘gloaming,’ evening twi- 
light, and also a verb ‘ to gloam,’ to grow dark, bpth chiefly found 
in Scotch writers, but apparently of English origin and connected 
with ‘ glow ’ and ‘ gloom.’ The word ‘ gloaming ’ is still used in 
the Yorkshire dialect. The form ‘gloam’ as substantive is 
Keats’ own invention. 

42. gap4d, t.c. ‘ I saw (that) their lips gaped,’ the verb not 
the participle, unless we are to suppose that the participle is in- 
accurately formed, like ‘ slumber’d ’ in n. 28. 

f 

No. XXXI. A weary lot is thine, fair maid 

Like VI., this song is from Rolceby. It was suggested to Scott 
bv an old Scotch ballad, from which he borrowed a verse : 

“ He turn’d him round and right about. 

All on the Irish shore. 

He gave his bridle-reins a shake. 

With Adieu for evermore, 

My dear ! 

Adieu for evermore ! ” 

The whole ballad is given by Scott in the notes to Ro::sby. These 
are the “■ charming lines of Scott’s ” — only, as we have seen, thej 
are not Scott’s — ^from which Clive Newcome made a sketch to 
relieve his feelings after a memorable disappointment (Thackeray, 
Tha N ewconies, chap. un.). 


NOTES 


3. braid, to bind the hair with a ‘ braid ’ or ribbon. 

• ^ 182, We may cali it herb of graee o^Cda™,> 

of all San^and Cov^ntryVe* b?t ^"‘®,?yed the best green 
the ballad of The Outlaw Mvj'ray : ^ ^ ■ Cp. 

Thereat he spycd five hundred men 
hooting with bows on Newark lea • 

1 fo- ^ W to see.” 

t2. fam, adverb, ‘joyfully.’ 

T+ . XXXII. Tf Uniji is shatter'd 

poetr^,T dirge eo'fufiof musifaslMs'^Jh ®“Shsli 

h^the sense, but seems even fuUe; of Zni^gTan the ^Si 

tw^f™wtt^:^PSruna^tntS\'Xbf Trh 

contains three feet An ismU ^ ® Ibe end. the second 

S| ?£ '“'“P I - “hat I ter^S | 

is better ‘ S mlln ‘VeS’d!’ “ 

wrote, it seems to^e?n'‘¥o em) *?*i "hat Shellev 

was once cherished ^s" Iff P u’’ ‘hat which 

‘ To endure (thrtWht; fh.f 

but a far more natural onp Tn an elfipticai expression, 

expressed by Keats in xxviii. thought is the one 

Lao^amfa Cp- Word.sworth, 

Of mae-ip T^+or.+ smew, or the sway 

ui magic, potent over sun and star, 

Ard thT^^^h “l5^ ?“ ®»°'’-'' distrest. 

though hK favourite seat bo feeble woman’s breast. ’ 

such'a.5 M Mgli m^ght SoM^* ‘on T^*'^ dangerous position, 

from oveiy eagle^alc’ P’ Omder, ‘ I stared 
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No. XXXIII. 0 lover's eyes are sharp to see 

f 

This and the following poem are founded on the wme legend, 
which is best given in the words of Scott s note : There m a 
tradition in Tweeddale, that when Neidpath C^tle, near Pwble^ 
was inhabited by the Earls of March, a mutual passion subsisted 
b^ween a daughter of that noble family, and a son of th© Laird 
S Tushielaw, in Ettrick Forest. As the alliance wm thought 
unsuitable by her parents, the young man went 

Jhe father consented that her 

lover should be recalled. On the day when he was expected to 
nass through Peebles, on the road to Tushielaw, the young 
though much exhausted, caused herself to be earned to the 
balconv of a house in Peebles, belongmg to the family, that she 
might see him as he rode past. Her anxiety and eagerness gave 
such force to her organs, that she is said to have distoguished 
his horse’s footsteps at an incredible distance. But Tushielaw, 
unprepared for the change in her appearance, and not expectmg 
to see her in that place, rode on without recognizmg her, or even 
slackening his pace. The lady was unable to support the shock ; 
and, after a short struggle, died in the arms of her attendant. 

For Neidpath, see also Lxxxvn. It now belongs to the Earl of 

Wemyss. 

5. bower. See note on xiv. 14. 


13. sultry, hot, feverish. 

hectic. €KTtK6s, ‘ habitual,’ from ^fts, a ‘ habit ’ of body, 
was applied to fevers by Galen ; hence ‘ hectic means feverish, 

consumptive. 

21. kenn’d, recognised. 

26. glancing, transitive, i.e. ‘ casting quickly or obliquely. 
Generallv intransitive. 

27. spoke, for ‘ spoken,’ past participle. 


No. XXXIV. Earl March look'd on his dying child 

12. Ellen. Campbell’s poems are too often marred by inexact 

rhvmes. There are several in Lord Ullin's Daughier (xvm.). 

*. ‘ 


No. XXXV. Bright Star ! would I were sUdfast 

as thou art 

“ This beautiful sonnet was the last word of a youth, in whom, 
if the fulfilment may ever safely be prophesied from the promise, 
England lost one of the most rarely gifted in the long roll 
poets. Shakespeare and Milton, had their lives been closed at 
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KOTES 


exceliJn Jout^^Jho'T 

fc?gb ”?>• [F^pf ““ *“ P‘^ZZCZt7b 

ning ThlTv^a w t 1?^'"^^, ‘he begin. 

beauty of the day and the ^ene^revhSd 

drooping heart.” ® moment the poet’s 

destt/'® Orfiinallv "(-h! ‘ Clk. ‘ a 

but from about the middle'of mdiscriminately, 

been differentiated in“^^ they hav"^ 

word, while eremite (always 

^) is used either poeticallv or rlii+^T.- „t^®^t the unetymological 

to its primitive use in Greek (N ^ reference 

moon. ^oiure's Eremite is the 

is the more^strildnw -^edra^^^ the resemblance to Euripides 

i\oiV in f V the ills of men.” With ‘hunt 

ceXdvas, “ Whin ^TiahTln deipofievas iravvi/xoi^ 
h vvnen all night long the moon is lifted high.” 

13. tender-taken, gently drawn, a happily formed compound. 

N'o. XXX\ I. When I have fears that I may cease to he 

the comple. 

poet who hT 5 cinm +• ^ ™®^t Shakespearean of the sonnets of the 
spearel spirit to have had more of Shake 

oi two Kint '■^ther than analysed, but one 

oi two striking resemblances may be noted : HI the beiiZ'na- 

“ When I hnvp qpop v. , of Shakespeare s finest sonnets, 
disoT'^pp by Time s fell hand defaced,” “When in 

of the chronicle 

(all in Golden Treoi I f .Tof t 

ShakPQTiPnrpo^ ^ td ; (2) the scheme of rhymes is 

Shakespearean '• ?4\ iu^ couplet ending is especially 

Arnold tbe richness of the language. ^Matthew 

expresslv savs^f ^ ^P^thet Shakespearean to Keats’ work, 
but haZncy “ rhfl.f »• imitative of Shakespeare,’* 

which Sha\eqnparo pcrfection and felicity of loveliness of 

mind^b^Tho!^^wl**^^ thought in this sonnet should be borne in 
mind by those who are tempted to judge Keats unfavourably 


'kxx.vi 

/'' *. - f - 

SjjF ^ '. ^ , '' •— ,^„ r-j „ - ■ - ■ , , ’ -j. 

ii because of some lapses in his poetry and in his le^^ers to Fann\ " 
^': Brawne. 

I 3 charact’ry, written symbols. Cp. Shakespeare, Jiil. C7ae«. 

! II. i! 308, * All the chanvctery of my sad brows,* i.e. ‘ all the signs 

of care graven in my sad brow.’ 

6 a high romance, the mystery of the universe, of endless 
space and endless time. Compare Kant’s saying, ‘ ^o things 
M me with awe, the grandeur of the starry heavens without, anu 

the grandeur of the moral law within.’ 

8 hand of chance, the hand of the poet directed by unseen 
influence, doing its best things as if “ by chance ”— rOxv 
you, as Plato says in the Ion. It was the complaint of Socrates 
that the poets could not explain their inspired utterances. 

11. faery, magical, transporting me out of myself. 

No. XXXVII. Surprized hy joy — impaiierd as the wind 

Wordsworth’s daughter, Catharine, died in 1812 at the age of 
three. De Q.uincey, who was devoted to the child, has left some 
account of her in his Reminiscences. This sonnet to her memory 
was written many years after her death, and is a proof of the 
strength of Wordsworth’s affections. 

1. surprized, suddenly overtaken. 

No. XXXVIII. At the mid hour of night, when stars are 

weeping, I fly 

It is impossible not to regret that Moore has written so little 
in this sweet and genuinely national style.” (F.T.P.) 

Metre. — F our accents ip each line. The feet are indifferently 
anapaests or iambi. 

1. weeping. The stars were supposed to distil dew. Cp. 
Tennyson, In Memoriam, xvii. : 

“ And bahnv drops in summer dark 
Slide from the bosom of the stars. 

So Shelley, Adenais, I. 91, “ starry dew.” See also xxrv. 6 and 
exxn. 40. 

8. orison, prayer, from Lat. orare, ‘ to pray,’ through O.F. 

9. Suggested by a passage in Montaigne : “ There are countries 
where they believe that the souls of the blest live in all manner 
of liberty in delightful fields ; and that what we call Echo is those 
souls repeating the words we utter ’ (Moore’s note). 
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No. XXXIX. And thou art dead, as young and fair 

", "'S' f “r ' “■•• c 

30 ,„t T * ^ nothingness. 

tiO a tl^ Q>- ‘ lowering,’ a.v. of Matthew xvi 3 

ou a faint embrace. Cp. jSoph Avf i90ft • J. ^ 

.nahi;^7; wLn 7 ctsSt’ 

•nay be her7go’i?rn1ng “ '* 

tive, IS more dear to me.’ ina-y possibly be intransi- 

w ■» ?f0/anerf 

other poem.s in tfe collecthm x'cni'7^ v7 dedicated two 

^Recollection). ’ ® guitar) and ci. [Tht 

t>ro 'in'the TecOTi ® “"P'®*’ 

mingled. anapaests and iambi subtly 

of t'h,Mm,trfor’ thrs'tarVlsf °“® ’'"P"’ 

haek «U^L“^eo“nd"stana■ins fed 7 * "t'' *° "'onl 

e.xpression. ‘ some obscurity of 

No. XLI. Pibroch of Donuil Dim 

and S'ppiLd ^ Macdonald, 

in 143Urunched from of Donald Balloch, who, 

Lochabor, and at Inverlochv rl^f ' ^ ^ considerable force, invaded 
of Mar and Caithne.ss thornrh at ^ 

W ™,..; ZtilLt,.T£Z '*• 

_ ,Skr:S!r‘-‘ ■ 

Donald tlie Black, the pipe-aummons of 

"Infer’ f&ot^sroir" "" «“g-p'»- 
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There is a magnificent description of such a summons and of 
the gathering of the clans in The Lady of the Lake, Canto iiL 

Metre.— First line two dactyls ; second line dactyl and trochee. 
In the s^ond stanza the metre disregards the division between 
the Unee, as in the third stanza of xxix : the efieot is 
an irresistible swiftness. In the first and third Imes of the third 
stanza anapaests are substituted for dactyls : the change produces 
a slower movement appropriate to the stern solemnity of the lines. 

1. Pibroch, from Gaelic piobaireachdy ‘ pipe-music,’ a wild piece 
of martial music for performance on the bagpipes. 


8. Gentles, men of ‘ gentle ’ or noble birth. 

11. War-pipe, the bag-pipe, the national Scotch instrument for 
martial music. 

pennon, same word as ‘pennant’ (see note on LVni. 3), a 
pointed flag formerly borne at the end of a spear or lance ; or, in 
wider sense, used simply for ‘ flag.’ 

12. Inverlochy, near Fort William, Inverness. Montrose de- 
feated Argyll here in 1645. 

13. plaid (Gaelic word), a rectangular piece of woollen cloth 
worn as a garment by the Scotch Highlanders. The plaid was 
woven with the ‘ Tartan ’ or arrangement of colours indicating 

the clan. 

24. targes, shields, from Lat. tergum, through French. ‘ Target ’ 
is the same word. 


46. knell, sound as a bell, toll. The verb is older than the 
Bubstantive. 


No. XLII. A wet sheet and a flowing sea 

Allan Cunningham (1784-1842) began life as a stonemason's 
apprentice, and afterwards became clerk of the works to Chantrey, 
the sculptor. His writings in prose and verse are not, os a rule, 
of a very high order ; bu^ this sea-song holds a permanent place 
in English literature. 

1. sheet, a rope by which a sail is handled. The original .sense 
is ‘ projection ’ or that which shoots out, then a comer, especially 
of a garment or of a cloth; after which it was extended to mean 
a whole cloth or sheet. The nautical senses are found in the 
cognate Scandinavian w'ords {Skeat). Floiinng, advancing, rising. 
This sense is chiefly common in the phrase ‘ ebb and flow'. 

2. follows. A follow'ing w'ind is obviously a favourable one. 
Compare the Latin secundus, ‘ favourable,’ derived from sequoTy 
‘ to follow.’ Virgil combines the original and derivative senses in 
Acneid L 156 : Flectit equos curnique volans dai lova secundo. 
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NOTES 


word «ide, away from the wind ; Scandinavian 
‘ grow is sometimes said to ‘ mutter ’ ot 

pletenes?*’ : but it also expresses trimness, com- 


1 7. horned, crescent-shaped. 


Tu. f "7 

Parterrilw. of EngLrLn!l,^ed Vy” “forth 

the seventh gi^n by the double rhyme in 

who won .seVeraf victori?s^ov?r^l;he Cut f Adm iral 

the Spaniards in the time of the Commonwtafoh 

h?d of *11 English 

he defeated the French and Spanish 

^1. bulwarks, orio-inalJv fli^a r ®"^i»xo0t>. 

rampart or fortification made oM f T a 

Memrd, are broad streets occuDvimr ^^ris 

The word is specially used (as m xllv^ Tu ancient ramparts, 
defences of a .ship, * • 11) of the railboards or 

A>1t4‘“\pe s ^ Cp. Miiton, ffymn cm 

Gray. P “ itelphos —a phrase afterwards used by 

-J. native oak, the ‘ wooden Avnik r« i , , 

ships, superseded by ironclads wmI England,’ the wooden 
by vessels built of steel. ’ ^ have been replaced 

-stiij .strike terror into herTnSes Jike^a^tf 

of evil omen, burning in the midnight sky?’ ® ^ 

No. XLIV. Of Nelson and the North 

One of the noblest patriotic scntro ;« +i, i 
ardour, yet inspired whh a mao-nflnJm> 
absent from many popular wor^r.'i ^bat is conspicuously 

cently handled, arid the solitarv tdr nietre is inaG^nifi- 

duction of the mermaid. blemish in the poem is the intro- 

The battle of the Baltic wa«i fono-Kf rf i 

1801. “ It resulted in the brcakfn\ un ^P'-'l 2nd, 

breaking up of the northern coalition 
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against England, which had been one of Napoleon’s most chMished 
sSiemes. After safely passing Cronenberg Castle, Nelson per- 
suaded Parker to commence the attack without delay. Two days 
were spent by Nelson in sounding the King’s Channel, which lies 
betwe^ Copenhagen and a large shoal, and is only three-quarters 
of a mile broad. Along the land side of this channel the Danes 
had ranged nineteen ships and floating batteries. Everj^hing 
being in readiness, Nelson made the signal for action early in the 
morning of the 2nd. The action began at ten o’clock. Riou, 
with the frigates, at once attacked the Crown Batteries, and main- 
tained the unequal contest for three hours, until he was killed. 
The battle raged for three hours without any apparent advantage 
being •^ained,^and Sir Hyde Parker made the si^al for recall. 
XeLsont affecting not to see it, continued the action, and about 
two o’clock the greater part of the Danish fire ceased. It was 
impossible, however, to take possession of the ships that struck, 
because thoy were protected by the batteries on shore. Nelson, 
w ishing to save further bloodshed, sent ashore a flag of truce, say- 
ing that he must be allowed to take possession of the prizes, if 
only for the sake of the wounded men on board of them ; and 
during the next day, Good Friday, the work still went on. ^The 
following days were spent by Nelson in maturing the negotiations, 
and on the 9th he succeeded in concluding an armistice for fourteen 
weeks, his object being to gain time to attack the Russians. The 
opportune death of the Czar Paul rendered any active hostility 
with that country unnecessary, and the armistice resulted in a 
treaty between England and the Northern Powers {^Dicliondfy 
of English History, Low and Pulling). 


Metre. — ^The feet are iambi varied with anapaests. ^ Tlie fifth 
line of the stanza presents some difficulty. Probably it is meant 
to consist of four feet, the last being an anapaest. But though 
there are always four emphatic syllables in each line, tbey do not 
always coincide wdth the verse accent, or respect the division into 
feet ; e.g. the emphasis in lines 5, 32 requires us to read 


Abd h^r af'ms 
Their sho'ts 


along 

the dee'p 

along 

the d^'p 


pro'udl^ shon'e. 
slo'wly boo'm. 


The fine metrical effect obtained is ample justification for the 
irregularity : the poet’s instinct in a case like tl^ is^ absolutely 
sound, more to be trusted than rules. For a similar irregularity 
compare Wordsw^orth in xix. 6. 

8. Prince. The Crown Prince of Denmark. 


10. leviathans, identified in most translations of the^^ Bible 
with the whale, and so by Milton, Paradise Lost, i. 201, That 
sea-beast Leviathan, which Gbd of all his works Created hipest 
that swim the ocean-stream.” The Hebrew word was used of 
any huge monster. 


206 


NOTES 


I oaiwarKS. See note on xun. 21* 

effect tou4 of IxStnS^ in r letter the 

It was doubtless given by Nelson iour as 

more real to us. ^ narrative by making it seem 

21 . the fleeter, so much the more quickly. 

properly not to blsubdSorTrok tom the Greek, 

-uTd t 

by a*wUdSm*of^S ^ftof^Lrfo'd'v, ’’'“‘*“8. 0“‘ "f ‘he eim 
of Hebraic imagination in this and otter K?mmpbdf"®““ 

30 a fl'M originally a hunting term, 

a feeble cheer, governed by ‘ sent back.* 

p wrote a letter addressed “ TVt +1. j.t_ 

Englishmen, the Danes ” and fs^nf ^ brothers of 

Crown Prince. “ Lord Nekl h. ^^der a flag of truce to the 
when no longer resisting- buMf ^ 

part of Denmark, Lord Nelson will Ha !! continued on the 
the floating batteri^ he °^Vd to set on fire all 

saving the bra *Xn^^A"o tevrdcCd:"d‘t& t 

of battle in Mahan’s Influence of p account 

Revolution and Empire, vof n. ch. xiif ^ Rre;ndi 

which mean?’ jiSpIy^‘ deathlike as ‘funereal,* 

• olaze, a.e. of illuminations. 

58. m Bght, in brilliantly lighted banqneting-haJIs. 

name, HelsinvSrf om<»i^ the Denmark (Danish 

is the scene of ‘°™ °f Helsingbirg. It 

choice of the lofty-somding mme * 

yvcai^, ‘‘ In an instant at tif ^ 'rov S4ov$ diTT/Wd- 

away from the scene nnt of tt fortune, they passed 

fi7 p- ’ * ^ **^®**’ g^ory.” 

“ Diiing^the SS?of l^nr M p ® frigate in the battle. 

Copenha^n the fwl instructions prior to the battle of 

S'- ). He was killed by a cannon-shot in the battle. 
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and Nelson in his despatch wrote that the country had sustained 
an irreparable loss. 

70 . The mermaid brings a note of artificiality and unreality 
into a poem that is otherwise full of reality. Camp^ll might 
have d5ended himself by pleading the example of Milton, who 
introduced a dolphin into Lycida.<t {G.T. lxxxix. 164 ), but the 
dolphin, though its appropriateness is open to dispute, has a 
justification that is lacking to the mermaid here ; the mermaid 
is a solitary figure, the dolphin in Lycidas has a good deal of 
mvthological company. For a similar reason the sea-nymphs of 
The. Temped (G.T. lxv.) do not make a valid precedent. 

No. XLV. Stern Daughter of the Voice of God 

Those who appreciate the greatness of this poem wiU be in a 
position to give the right answer to the old question ‘ whether 
didactic poetry is a mistake.’ Moral teaching does not become 
poetry by being cut up into lengths and furnish^ with rhymes, 
but it may be made poetry if it is infused with passion and imagina- 
tion. The Ode to Duty is a great poem, not primarily because ol 
the soundness of its philosophy, but because the poet has given 
to the abstract conception of Duty ‘ the consecration and the 
poet's dream,’ and out of an abstraction has created a form more 
’eal than living man, Nursling of immortality.’ But a poem 
artistically sreat might still — like some of Shelley’s be morally 
imsoimd : it is the soundness of its philosophy that makes the 

value of the Ode to Duty tor mankind. ^ 

The following extracts are from ]Mr. Aubrey de Verc s comments 
on the poem {Efsays chief. y on Poetry, vol. i. pp. 1 / 9 - 183 ) : It 
affirms that between the loiver and higher sections of man s 
nature there commonly exists an antagonism, and that the coji- 
dition of man’s life is a militant condition. A few*^ happier spin th 
may stand outside the battle, and, led on by an inner law of 
unconscious goodness, may, at least for an indefinite period, 
advance along a flower-strewn path of virtue : but even these are 
insecure ; the path of virtue is, for the most part, a rough ^^*1 
thorny path, and the children of men can only find peace while 
they tread it in obedience to a Law challenging them from above. 
To find true freedom they must subject themselves to a noble 

l)ondage. .... . 

“ The chief excellence of thLs poem, in its moral bearings, con- 
sists in the absolute spontaneoiisness of its ‘ good confession 
that Duty is the one thing that gives dignity to life. The 
does not speak of the excesses into which human nature falls w hen 
apart from such a guide, but of ‘ omissions ’ : 

‘ I deferred 

The task imposed, from day to day.’ 
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chaitered freedoS^^wWch fes^^nd d^^^ the ‘ an; 

He looks around him, and from everv and law.’ 

r^urn in feir s^sonsVnd'^tZr^^Ztfitl^^ 

peasant who had only half k^arned hk t? The 

imagine that the law of gravitation wn<j K ®®^ m science might 
man to earth. The philLopheJ kno^s thff ^ 
helds of the creation it is that ^ the boundless 

place, its motion, and its rest. ” ^ everything its proper 

it -, this ode should be comnared a 1q 4- 
norths, 

fifo ',".“!“P®ny "’ith Pain, 

_ Turns hm necessity to giorioue " ’ 

poem affirms.” example the principle which the earlier 

A “Th^^s s™irt Sriri" o‘ 

’ ‘®- ‘ ’•'Wle life shall last ! 

^ . t them 

It “ Thetff- ^“'•ding to their need.” 

Ihe task imposed from day to day,” 

1. Daughter of the Voice Thi<? i«! a ^Tr^v, 
col,’ according to De Quincpv^ u - expression, ‘ Bath- 

edition. “ The daughter of a’ vol i. p. 123, 1896 

•sound being viewed^ as the in of if ^ meant an echo, the original 

-ondary sound, as th^ l^hT JtyTrolr“"’ 

frfedom"?*^^^^™ reSfa.d'h^^'rK'” ^ ”®t, like the 

rights and privileges, ^ ^ ^ Charter which defines his 

39. change their name, be fixed on different objects. 

7fAa(rfa,^to the^s^ea^W attribution of laughter, 

did the sparkling CvSfn?Ieo ” f Yr"" 

of the field shall clI^Lii han’ds ^ W "Y* “The trees 

aiong the grass is spread. ” ’ ^ hght of laughing flowers 

o^cTToS^ oi’paAau'^dd^a^i^J^pa^TeK^^h ^ 

“ Jaws established on high^ whose biHhl^lT k 

who.S0 sire is Olympus alone ” hirth -place 13 the heaven above. 
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« ifturlv wise. The phrase comes from Milton, Paradise Lost, 
vrn *173 “ Be lowl^’^ wise.” Lowly is an adverb as in AWs Well 
that Ends WeU, n. li , “ I will show myself highly fed and lowly 

taught.” 

55. confidence of reason, confidence that rests on reason ana 
therefore a sound basis. 

56. light of truth, as opposed to superstitious fear. 


No. XLVI. Eternal Spirit of the chainless Mind 

“ Bonnivard, a Genevese, was imprisoned by the Duke of Savoy 
in Chillon on the lake of Geneva for his coura,geous defence of his 
country at^ainst the tyranny with which Piedmont threa-tened it 
during the first half of the seventeenth century. This noble 
sonnet is worthy to stand near Milton’s on the V audois massacre 
(F.T.P.). Worikworth’s Sonnet to Toussaint I’Ouverture, with 

its magnificent ending 

“ Thou hast great allies ; 

Thy friends are exaltations, agonies, ^ 

And love, and man’s unconquerable mind,” 

should also be remembered in this connection. 

Byron’s well-known poem, the Prisoner of Chillon, was i^itten 
before he heard the story of Bonnivard. It was suggested by his 
first sight of the prison, and the story is his own invention. 

1. The line is suggested by Pope’s “ Eternal sunshine of the 
spotless mind,” Eloisa to Abelard, 1. 209. 

No. XLVII. Two voices are there ; one is of the sea 

Switzerland was usurjied by the French under Napoleon in 1800. 

The next five pioems (xLvn. — li.) are perhaps the ^est of 
Wordsw'orth’s splendid series of political sonnets-— patriotic in the 
best sense ; the work of one whose very love of his country makes 
him deeply sensitive to her fame and afraid lest his own generation 
should do anything to diminish the glory of their noble heritage. 

No. XLVIII, Once did she hold the gorgeous East in fee 

The republic of Venice, so powerful in the Middle Ages, had 
long become “ the shade of that which once was great,’ ■^■'hen it 
was finally crushed by Napoleon in 1797, and handed over by him 
the same year after the treaty of Campo Formio to Austria. 

1. in fee (A.S. feoh ; connected with ‘ fief ’ and ‘ feudal ’), ?s a 
fee or fief, an estate held from a superior under certain conditions, 
especially on condition of military service. 
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7. Compare cxiv “ o'!, 

the Lido to wed the sea ” going out of the Doge from 

Mare, was a festival instituted called the Sposalizio del 

the ceremonial became^more elabora^e^ Alexander III., in ins, 

ally on the Feast of the Ascension nn i ™ Performed annu- 
V enetians to hope for success^Peverv^ not only encouraged the 
under the Pope*s sanction ft Ld t7 “"itime enterprise, but, 

account of the c^eZ^,, of^ent“" “ 

^ 0/nc?!<f ! / j^noio not which way I must look 

^onal t"th" Z “aTZ"’ and t'CaUiff 

grfat Stel of Sforfer**' T'Pr ’ the 

and feeling was torafcXlistTwS^^^^ 
dangerous spirit of destructiL flnr^ summoning up the 

with nature, yet wacred nn nnfrr Wordsworth Jived 

Communion with na'ture h^ W If society. . . . 

of dnty.>'_jnohn MortevPn wf‘rt'™'P' f- “^ool 

Poetical Works, ^ Introduction to Wordsworth’s 

worshippingtte'’idciPo/wea’ltlf'* Cn' r 'f “ to be guilty of 

ness, which is idolatry.” ' tn- 5, “ eovetous- 

sumpIicUy irthf hoZ°' Urthought is'’]iie'HomS“p ' 
ilhs cemus erat brevis, commune maimm. ^ ^ 

13. fearful^ afraid to do wrong. 

No. L. Mtllon ! thou should’ st he Iwiny at this hmir 

as ‘a 1‘l5 

for undoubtedly there passed from the Sr i'rt to’ttw ’ 

something mom than the mere rhythm anKnce ol blTinS' 

St A Jo also the heroic style, and what underlies heroic 

oIe?gy!'‘the S, the sZoJ classes-the 

4. fireside, domestic life (cp. ‘ household laws * in the 1a.<if 

sonnet), hall and bower, knights and ladies 

) * 
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8. manners, character, Lat. mores, as in William of Wyke- 
ham’s motto, ‘ Manners makyth man.’ ^ 

11. naked, i.e. cloudless. So ‘ bare * in lxxx. 28, * When night 
is bare,’ and in cxxxi. 13, ‘ When the heavens are bare.* 

14. lowliest duties. So in Ode to Duty, xlv. 53, ‘ lowly wise.’ ' 


No. LII. On Linden, when the sun was low 

The first of a group of four poems dealing with war. Hohen- 

Itnden and After Blenheim show the terrible side of battle, the 

waste of life, the wanton misery of warfare. The two poems that 

rome after these reveal another aspect ; Dulce et decorum est wo 
fyjtna mori. ^ 


Hoherdin^n, though it is said to have been originallv rejected 
by a Scotch newspaper as ‘ not up to the editor’s standard,’ has 
enjoyed a thorougMy deserved popularity from the time of its 
tirst publication. Sir W. Scott was fond of quoting it. He de- 
chiimed it txj I^yden (Lockhart’s Life of Scott, vol. vi. p. 326), who 
j^marked. Dash it, man, tell the fellow that I hate him, but, 
dajh him, he has written the finest, verses that have been pub- 
^ these fifty yeara.” Campbell’s reply, a hen hcott reported 
tto. was. Tell Leyden that I detest him, but I know the value 
of his critical approbation. ” 

1. linden, Hohen Linden, ‘High Lime-trees,’ a village in 

Ipper t.axonv. Here Mapoleon’s general, Moreau, defeated the 

Austrians under /rchduke John on Lecember 3rd, 18C0. Moreau’s 

army w'as posted on the plateau between the Iser and the Inn the 

Austrian army on the right bank of the Inn. The Austrians ad- 

vanc^ amidst drifting snow, and attacked w ith great fury • but 

the French received considerable reinforcements under Key’, and 

the Austrians were totally routed. The latter lost bCOO killed and 

wounded, and 11,000 prisoners ; the French loss was 6000 killed 
and wounded 


7. fires of death. Cp. xliv. 53, ‘ fires of funeral light.’ 

13. riven, split, cloven (Danish word). 

22. war-clouds, clouds of smoke, dun, dusky, gloomy. 

23. Frank, the French. France receives its name from th 

thp th^’ ^ Germanic confederation formed h 

“d Fivnch™™® 

27. Munich, capital of Bavaria. 
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No. LIII. It was a summer evening 

w!rZorth®Zr/ ^ and 

i .1 n i. T ^ distinguished literary career, and attainod 

le [ oet Laureateship His lives of Nelson and John Wesley rank 
as classics. It is not likely that his longer poems will fin/manv 

together with 2 he Scholar (lxiv.^ 
and I he Holly Free, holds a secure place. ' 

Difinhp ^ w/i” the northern bank of the 

fJiA tr’ 1 ® August 13, 1704, durin<^ 

Harslv Succession! 

1 on^ \4v SS? Tf command of the forces of 

nnmlod fh’ ^^rlborough and Prince Eugene com- 

xvhn victory frustrated the plans of Louis, 

vho had hoped to strike at the heart of the Austrian power by 
menacing Vienna. • ^ 

28. wonder-waiting, expecting to hear some marvel, a happily, 
m vented compound. ^ 

38. yon little stream, the Nebel, a small tributary of the Danube. 

f 1 * 1 j ~ a woman with child. The verb ‘ to child ’ is 

found m old Engli.sh, and Shakespeare speaks of ‘ the childing 
Autumn for the fruitful Autumn.’ ^ 

55. “ Marlborough, seeing the weakness of the French centre, 
tnrew hi.s cavalry across the Nebel, and after a terrific stniorglc 
cut the hrench line in two. Meanudule, on the right, Eugene 
only saved the battle by the steadiness of hi.s Prussian infantry!. . . 

. ^^‘"Puted to have lost 11,000 men out of an army 

of -^2,000 ; the French altogether 40,000 out of 60,000, inchidimr 
14,000 prisoners ” {Dictionary of Eng. History). ” 

^0. LI\ . Wheu he who etdoyes thee has left hut the mune 

The lines commemorate the fate of Kobi'rt Emmet, one of the 
most di.bnterested leaders in the sad Irish insurrection of 1803. 

Metre. Four accents in the first, three in the second line of 
each couplet. Ihe feet are indifi'erently anapaests and iambi. 

I. thee, addres.sed to Ireland. 

10. of my reason, of mature years — when man is supposed to 
be guided by reason. 


Xo. .LV. Not a drum wan heard, not a funeral note 


Charles Wolfe (1791-1823), an Irish clergyman, who died of 
consumption in his thirty-first year. His famous poem first ap- 
peared in an Irish newspaper, and various pretenders laid claim 
to the distinction of its authorship. 



LiV. — ^LiVl 
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The battle of Conmna (January 16, 1809), between the English 
and French, was fought during the Peninsular War at the close 
of Sir John Moore’s retreat from Madrid pursued by Soult. 
Moore defeated the French, and carried out the embarkation of 
his troops with but little loss, but was himself killed in the battle. 
The story should be read in Napier’s Peninsular War. The poem 
is one that goes straight to the heart, even of those who care little 
for poetry in general. It expresses with perfect sincerity and 
directness a pathos that all can feel. Without any seeking after 
picturesque phrases, or straining after rhetorical effect, it sets the 
scene before us with wonderful vividness — ^the hurried march, the 
hasty digging of the grave, the dim light of moon and lantern, the 
simple nobility of the dead, the anguish of the last farewelL Like 
Wordsworth’s elegy (xvl) it is a model of grief ennobled by manly 
reticence. 

Metre. — As in the preceding poem, except for the extra short 
syllable which gives a trochaic ending to the second line of each 
couplet. Occasionally a single long syllable is substituted for the 
first foot : this gives a dactylic effect, e,g. it would be possible to 
scan 1. 21, Lightly they’ll | talk of the | spirit that’s | gone, but 
the metrical structure of the rest of the poem shows that the 
true scansion is. Light j ly they’ll talk | of the spir | it that’s gone. 

10. wound. Cp. Ln. 30. 

30. field of his fame. See note on xliv. 66. Cp. XLin. 13. 

No. LVI. In the sweet shire of Cardigan 

A series of poems now follow (lvt.-lxti.) dealing with the pathos 
of old age, the contrast with youth and strength, the sweetness 
and sadness of memory. 

This poem, composed in 1798, was written in strict adherence 
to Wordsworth’s theory that there ought to be no difference 
between the diction of poetry and of prose, that the language 
used in a poem of humble life ought to be just such language as 
the persons represented would naturally use, and that the nobility 
of a poem ought to be due entirely to the thought without aid 
from the words. As we shall see (Lxxvm.) W’ordsworth’s greatest 
poetical triumphs are won when the true instinct of a poet leads 
him to abandon his theory. That theory, if it needs any refuta- 
tion, is amply refuted in the Bioqraphia Literaria of Coleridge, 
who shows exactly where the truth lies between the opposite 
doctrines of Wordsworth and the eighteenth-century poets. 
Simon Lee has undoubtedly suffered from the theory. The de- 
fence we made of Lucy Gray (xix.) will not hold here : that poem, 
though simplicity itself, was never commonplace. Simon Lee is 
open to this charge, and to the charge of diffuseness and of a care- 
lessiieas that even suffers such a ebj^me as ‘ woman ’ and ‘ com- 
mon,* In palliation of the^e faults we may say that the poem is 




NOTES 


^dell^ on the old ballads, which freely admit snch blemishes 
Ss to ■fa'id Mnor f ?utweigh its faults scarcelv 

Whatever diffuseness there may have been before, there is none 

at the close, which offers a splendid example of Wordsworth’s 

self-restraint and concentrated thought— the quality so con 
spicuous in xrii. ° u j eon 

worth^Wl? the poem many years aftenvards, Words- 
worth tells iLs that the incident was a fact, and that the expres- 

wL from A n ^ for 

v ora irom the old man’s own lips. 

1. Cardigan, one of the western counties of Wales. But from 
Wordsworth s note, above referred to, we learn that the hunts- 
,, , r63,lly lived in Somerset, on the Quantocks (cxiii. 246), ‘ a 
little way from the entrance to Alfoxden Park.’ Alfoxden was 
Wordsworths home in 1797-8, Coleridge being at that time 
settled at Nether Stowey, a few miles away, 

lforcf.s«;or^A, p. 18S) happily contrasts 
ndiffererme to precise locality ivhich Wordsworth shows here 
and in Lucy Gray (xix.) with Scott’s use of “ the subtle aroma of 

f ‘\To Scott the actual scenery of a story w'as part 

of its life-blood ; it died if transnlanted.” 


20. stone-blind, blind as a stone, completely blind through 
exhaustion. Spenser uses the expression ‘ stone-dead.’ ‘ Sand- 
blind IS used for ‘ half-blind ’ in Merchant of Venice, Act n. Sc. ii. 

23. chiming, sounding in harmony, properly used of the musical 

harmony produced from a set of bells tuned to a musical scale and 
struck by hammers. 


No. LVII. / have hoM 'playmates, I have had companions 

Charles Laiub (1775-1835), the friend of Coleridge from boy- 
hood, the author of Essays of Elia, and the joint author with his 
sister of 1 ales from Shakespeare, the best loved of English humour- 
ists and letter-writers, composed little poetry ; but the three 
poems inserted in this collection (lvii., lxix., lxxv.) are all of 
remarkable beauty. 

The Old Familiar Faces seems to be a genuine bit of auto- 
biography. It was vTitten in 1798. The ‘ friend of my bosom ’ 
was Coleridge ; the friend whom Lamb had left ‘ like an ingrate,’ 
Charles Lloyd. See J. D. Campbell’s Biographical Introduction 
to Coleridge's Poetical IForA*.^, p. xliii. 

Metre. — So perfect is the music of this exquisite poem that 
few readers, in all probability, observe any metrical irregularity 
in it. Yet it would be difficult or impossible to reduce it to any 



role. TjIrPi most of the yerae of a later poet, W«dt Whitman, it 
seems obedient only to the inner law, the sound everywhere 
responding to the feeling unth no aid or constraint from metrical 
roles. It is so far more r^olar than Walt Whitman’s poems that 
the lines are of fairly equal length, that there is a caesura or * break ’ 
in each line, and that the movement is on the whole dactylic. 

5. cronies, intimate companions ; derived from * crone,’ an old 
woman, especially a witch who chants or ‘ croons ’ incantations. 

11. ingrate, adj. and sul^t., ungrateful, from Lat. ingratus 
through Fr. ingraL 

No. LVIII. As slow our ship her foamy track 

This is one of Moore’s Irish Melodies : Lxn., on the same theme, 
is from his collection of National Airs. 

3. pennant. Here a long narrow flag pointed at the end, and 
hung at the mast-head or yard-arm -ends in ships of war. See 
note on xli. 1 1. 

No. LIX. There^s not a joy the world can give like that 

it takes away 

Metre. — Each iambic line of seven feet is practically divided 
into two lines by the caesura at the end of the fourth foot. The 
iambi are varied by anapaests. The poem is full of simple and 
obvious, but very gracefully managed, metaphom. In spite of 
their rapid succession, no sense of incongruity is aroused. 

No. LX. There is a Flower ^ the lesser Celandine 

Written in 1804. Wordsworth had already, in 1802, dedicated 
two longer but less perfect poems to the same flower. In the 
note prefixed to the earlier verses, he writes : “ It is remarkable 
that this flower, coming out so early in the spring as it does, and 
so bright and beautiful, and in such profusion, should not have 
been noticed earlier in English verse. What adds much to the 
interest that attends it is its habit of shutting itself up and opening 
out according to the degree of light and temperature of the air.” 

2. Cp. in the second of the two earlier poems : 

“ Blithe of heart., from week to w'eek 
Thou dost play at hide-and-seek ; 

While the patient primrose sits 
Like a beggar in the cold, • 

Thou, a flower of wiser wits, 

Slipp’st into thy sheltering hold : 

Liveliest of the vernal train 
When ye all are out again.” 
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N OTES 


''Tw™- ® '^‘”•<1 denoting 

aiiiriT ■' cn tifi .. *T‘Tm was supposed to be the seat of 

I . ( p, tlK use of biic, melancholy.’ 

iM-4. ^riie last stanza is somewhat obscure. The young man 
s the favourite of the prodicral, Youth; the old mantis tin 
|)( nsionei o, die miser, Age. VVe waste the many gifts of Youth" 

• md liave ^ afterwards to bo content with scanty gifts from Old 
Air I n the ease of the flower Youth and Age are a-ain vwdM 
und ,u.',s,oncr. In the first 1802 poem the celandine is dLcrite,! 

out thy glossy breast Like a careless Prodi'^fal • 
mg talcs about the sun When weVe little warmth, or none.” 


No. LXI. I rememher, I remember 

1 - (1798-1840), journalist and W'riter of humorous 

sv(‘ (• Kbsiu prose and verse, Avrote also several poems that have 
• 'arned, by tlunr cruth and pathos, a place beside the work of far 
givater P^t ^ His Ixtst-remembered piece-s are this and Thf‘ 
iin.hjt Oj (LXVII.), The >Somj of the Shirt and Eugene Aram. '' 

A’ariation of a very simple metre — the 
cfiuplct of lour uimliic fi'ot followed by three. In the first line 

oi (Mdi stan/m four (rochees are substituted. The effect is a 
pcoiharly haunting wi,stfulu<\ss. 

I" A good exiiinple of that poetic self-restraint, implying so 
unich more ihan it actually expresses, referred to in the notes on 

X'll. iilld LYI, 


No. LXII. Oft in the stilly night 

Mirriii:.— Though it may seem involved at a first glance, the 

metre is really vciy simjile. Kach stanza of 14 lines reallv 

roiitains two four-line stanzas with a stanza of fl short lines 
int('r[)os(Mi. 


! . stilly, a variation of ‘ still ’ found in other ]>oets also, but 
foo o|)\iou8ly (existing inetn gratia to l)e altogether acceptable. 

A coinarm like ‘ sk'ety ’ (xxvin. (i) has a justification that ‘stilly’ 
rannot jilead. 


2. slumber’s chain. Tlie metaphor ooours as early as Soph- 

ocic's. . l/'/r, ()7o, 5 TTayKparrjs virros | \vei reohaas oud’ dei Xaftd'u 
" A!I-]K)werful sleep rel(xis(‘s those whom he has fettered and 
ke(‘))s not his ea])tiv(\s for ever.’’ 

2!. \V(> may recall the picture of Dido in the ‘banquet-hall 
d(‘s('rt(xl, dn'aming of Aeneas : absens absentem anditgue vidcfquE 
(Aria id iv. 83). 



No. LXIII. The sun is uHxrrn, the shy is dear 

A landscape vezy characteristic of Shelley. The whole scene, 
aa in some of Turner’s paintings, appears bathed in irideec^t 
light. Compare other landscapes by the same poet in c., ci., cxiv. 

The poem was written in December, 1818. The following 
extract from a letter to Thomas Love Peacock, dated Naples, 
December 22, 1818, may describe the day and the scene : “ We 
set off an hour after sunrise one radiant morning in a little boat ; 
there was not a cloud in the sky, nor a waVfe upon the sea, which 
was BO translucent that you could see the hollow caverns clothed 
with the glaucous sea-moss, and the leaves and branches of those 
delicate weeds that pave the unequal bottom of the water. As 
we approached, the heat, and especially the light, became intense. 
We then coasted the bay of Baiae to the left, in which we saw 
many picturesque and interesting ruins ; but I have to remark 
that we never disembarked but we were disappointed — ^while 
from the boat the effect of the scenery was inexpressibly delight- 
ful. The colours of the water and the air breathe over all things 
here the radiance of their own beauty.” 

Metre. — A variation of the Spenserian stanza, the only differ- 
ence being that the first eight lines have four iambic feet instead 
of five. The ninth line, as in Spenser, is an Alexandrine (six 
feet). The scheme of rhymes ia ababbcbcc, 

o. This* line w'as omitted in the .PosthuTnoi/^ in which, 

and in Mrs. Shelley’s subsequent editions, the line before ends 
with Itghly probably, as Mr. Forman says, through the transcriber 
or printer having run two lines into one. 

ft. For the simile, see note on vin. 12. 

10. untrampled, a poetical variation for ‘ untrodden.’ 

^ 21. content, surpassing wealth. Compare Sir E. Dyer’s poem, 
‘ My mind to me a kingdom is,’ especially the second stanza : 

“ Content I live, this is mv stav : 

I seek no more than may suffice ; 

I press to bear no haughty sway ; 

Look, what I lack my mind supplies. 

Lo ! thus I triumph like a king, 

Content with that ray mind doth bring.” ' 

^ 22. the sage. The reference may be to the Stoic doctrine that 
the ysruse man alone is free, and not only free but even a king ’ ; 
cp. Diogenes Laertius, Bk. vii., Cicero Pro Murena^ xxix. Gl. 

* careless reading this line will seem unmetrical. Read 
ca^fully and slowly — as befits the solemn contrast with the pre- 
ceding line— it is peculiarly impressive : 

To me j that cup | has been | dealt in | anoth | er meAs | ure. 
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•‘ The breath whoso misht I luive invoked in sono- 
Descends on me ; my spirit's bark is dri^■en 
Far from the sliore, far from the tremllin^ thromt 
U hose sails were never to the tempest rriv, n • 

The massy earth and sphered skies are^riven’: 

1 am borne darkly, fearfully afar ; 

Heaven, 

iiu so.il or Adoiiais, liki^ a star. 

Beacons from the abode where the khernal are.” 

• t*!' on the principle annonnced in his rrefaee tlnit it Iv 

•• the piel. eotdd h Vi , 

titV"t /'V' T '.'’••'■H nn.ty,” Mr, |•al^^,ve Ini. ex, iso, I tl„- 
1 stanza to be found in all ,‘(iitio,is of Sle Ihn- That sl-mfi i ■ 

e"Sn"’ V "T’ P»^'» B'inI tm'Vhv ; 

.shen^™-poe:^:'randVx;v:^ 


No. LXI\ . My r/r/?y,s“ ai/iotif/ the Bead are past 

l^haps the best commentary on tlii.s Ix^autifiil poem is .supplied 
by the following extract from .Miieaulay : 

'‘.fust .sueh is the feeling wliich a man of lilw>ral etiuc.if i<,i, 
natuially enter^uns tow.irds the great minds of fermer ,i-'i s. 
Itie debt winch h(‘ owt's to them is incideiilalde, 'riie\' ln\e 
gmtled him to truth. Tluw |,uv(. ],i^ 

araeeful una;r .s. 'Ph-y h ivi' stootl by liim in all \ jeissil iitl.-v 
comtoilers in .st.rrow, nurses in .sickness com oaiiions in s.tlitu.lc 
Ihcs.. frit.nds),i,,s are (‘xjioscd to no dangt r Irom the occiiircn. es 
by will fi otli.-r attachnumts arc wc;ik(>nc<| or dissoi\ed. Time 
g ides (til : lortiinc is inconstant; tmitpcis ;trc sonnsj ; bitnds 
whicfi st-cmed indissoliiblf. arc daily siindcn'd |,y intcrc.st. In 
(. inulal ion, or by caprice. Hut no .such caijr,<t can atic(-t tlit‘ .silent 
(on\cr'“ whi 'h W(' hold uitli the liielic.sl *)f human iniclittts. 

1 Imt [ilacid intiTconr.f' i-a di.-tiirhcd fy no jcalout-ics or |•c^cnf 
nicnf'. 1 hc,s(> arc the ri|i| Jiiinds who aro nc\'cr .se n with mw 
lac(->, ,s ho an the siirnc in ivcalth .and in p.ivcrtv, in gltir\’ ami m 
obscurity. With the (iciol f|„.,v i, nt, rjvahy. hi tlMmlcVd ih, 

IS n<j ch.ine'* 1 Jato is iic\'('r snll' n. ( 'cr\'a nl'f'H i.s fH'\’cr potulanl. 

I )cmt i.sfhcnc.s fiever emm-.s mis(-a -'iiiahl\'. Il.into never si ii\'K !<)<» 
lone. \o liirtfTcncf* <)t [inliin ,d ojjiiiHju can .alienate; f'ictatt. N'o 
liei'csy can (‘xcite tin* fiorr,;/ ttf Hossuct. 

There j.s a fine i>ass.aec in Hishop Jlall to the like dfect ; gi\< n 
in h'ol'tjii'ni ('(./da/' me, .No. llH). 


No. LXV. Soids of poets dead and gone 

Metre. — ^A s in n. 

2. Elysiam. See note on n. 11. 

4. Mermaid Tavern, ** the club-house of Shakespeare, Ben 
Jonson, and other choice spirits of that age ” (F.T.P.). 

6. Canary, wine from the Canary islands, off the N.W. coast 
of Africa. This wine was very higUy esteemed in Shakespeare’s 
time. 

9. generous (from Lat. ge7ierosuSt high-bom, through Fr.), when 
applied, as here, to wine or food, combines a variety of notions — 
excellent, abundant, invigorating. 

10. Rohm Hood, the most famous of English outlaws and free- 
booters. He is said to have lived from 1160 to 1247, and to have 
been originally Earl of Huntingdon ; but, having outrun his 
fortune, he was outlawed, and thenceforward lived by plundering 
rich men. Sherwood Forest was his favourite haunt. His com- 
|)any consisted of as many -as a hundred archers, and his chief 
companions were Little John, Friar Tuck, and Maid Marian. 
He is the hero of some of the earliest English ballads and a char- 
acter ill Scott’s Ivanhoe. 

12. bowse (Teutonic), also spelt ‘ bouse ’ and ‘booze,’ to drink 
Jong and deeply. 

17. sheepskin, parchment. 

18. you, the dead poets. 

22. Zodiac, an imaginary broad belt in the heavens, within 
which the apparent motions of the sun, moon, and the planets 
known to the ancients, are confined ; divided into twelve parts 
or ‘ signs,’ named from the constellations or groups of stars 
through which the sun appears successively to pass. One of 
these signs, entered by the sun on August 22, is Virgo, with which 
perhaps Ke.ats playfully identifies the Mermaid, 

No. LX VI. Proud Maisie is in the wood 

“ Scott has given us nothing more complete and lovely than this 
little song, which unites simplicity and dramatic power to a wild- 
wood music of the rarest quality. No moral is drawn, far less 
any conscious analysis of feeling attempted : the pathetic mean- 
ing is left to be sugeested by the mere presentment of the situa- 
tion. A narrow criticism has often named this, which may be 
called the Homeric manner, superficial, from its apparent facility ; 
but first-rate excellence in it is in truth one of the least common 
triumphs of Poetry. This style should be compared with what 
is not less perfect in its way, the searching out of inner feeling, 
the expression of hidden meanings, the revelation of the heart of 
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mI^S. “ «'*'dfire in the Heart of 

freedom is oerSed i„ ^"'* “ deal of 

Proud Maisi^’s | inthe 'wo^S | 

1. Maisie, Mary. ^ 

7. braw (Scottish), handsome, fine-looking. 

No. LXVII. One more Unfortunate 

rhym^fof ^ich there'^are’^OT^fw tnth^F!^ dactylic 

poem of such length, ‘^LL'ldr^Ldlty^nrn^^m^ 
fiaX*JxpS^fve rf'^h'*V*‘ur‘'''' ^™“y ^“d delicacy of his Letre 

throL Za^ ^ ^‘‘dly 

milted^ wax ’ properly, a cloth dipped in 

bodies wem fo^Zty ZareT" 

22. mutiny, rebellion against the laws of life. Socrates in 

PM speaks of smcide as a desertion of the post ZwfficrGod 
has placed us, or a running away from prison. 

In both S;^"l:he intiarnm^; by 

Shores if is tL“XWe^«^^ " ' ‘•’■o 

86. decently, becomingly (Lat. decet). 

on‘’fi;e'’w ”h ’’’Z" ^ “<=“‘ “ placed 

j. b. Hood seems to j)]ace it on the second From Lat 
conturmha, through French, insolence, contemptuous speech. 

No. LXVIII. Oh snatched away in beauty's bloom 

^^^®3Ch. Cp. Lat. dedoceo. For the prefix un, see note on 

No. LXIX. When maidens such as Hester die 

Compare R. Browning’s poem, Evelyn Hope. 

1. Hester was H^ter Savory, “ a young Quaker you may have 
heard me speak of as being in love with for some years while I 
lived at Fentonville, though I had never spoken to her in my life ” 

( Letter 99 m Ainger’s edition of Lamb's Letters). 


'i 


II. rate, measnie. 



17. Quaker rule, the strict way of life followed by the Qiiakere, 
the name commonly given to members of the Society of Friends, 
a sect of English I^t^tants founded by Geoige Fox, 1660. 


21. prying, scrutinizing narrowly, enquiring into everything. 
32. lore-warning, of the happiness of another life. 


No. LXX. If I had thought thou couldst have died 


“ Wolfe resembled Keats, not only in his early death by con- 
sumption and the fluent freshness of his poetical style, but in 
beauty of character : — brave, tender, energetic, unselfish, modest. 
Is it fanciful to find some reflex of these qualiti^ in the Burial and 
Maryl Out of the abundance of the heart ...” (F.T.P.). 


No.LXXI. He is gone on the mountain 

Coronach (Scottish), a dirge. 

. Metre. —Dactyl followed by trochee. An extra ' unaccented 
pliable — or even two syllables — is admitted at the beginning of 
the line. Once — in the last line but one — an extra S3'llable is 
admitted in the body of the line ; the words should be hurried 
over proportionately : the intention is to express the swift burst- 
ing of the bubble. It should scarcely be necessary to point out 
that the metrical charm of a song largely depends on such varia- 
tions, when they are introduced as skilfully as by Scott here and 
in xxrs. But so little was the experiment appreciated by con- 
tcnoporary critics that the Quarterly Review indulged in feeble 
pleasantries on Scott’s failure to make the lines of this poem scan. 

15. in flushing, full of vigour. The subst. is formed from the 
adj. ‘ flush,’ meaning ‘ fresh,’ ‘ abundant’, esp. used of a river 
whose waters are high, on a level with the banks. 

17. correi or corrie (Scottish), a covert on a hillside. 

1 8. cumber, trouble, perplexity. The verb is commoner in the 
sense of * to obstnict,’ as in “ Why cumbereth it the ground ? ” ; 
the adjectives ‘ cumbersome,’ ‘ cumbrous,’ are derivatives. Skeat 
says ‘ cumber ’ is corrupted from Lat. cumulus, a heap, by the 
change of I into r, and the insertion of 6. C^. Ger. hummer, 
trouble, rubbish. 


No LXXII. We ioatch*d her breathing thro' the night 

7. as, as if. See note on xxx. 19. 

8. eke (Teutonic ; cp. Ger. ouch), to add to, to protract, spin 
out. 
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No. IjXXITi. I sdw her in childhood 

!lX:rnTthe w" 

trochee in th^preL*"^ compensate for the docking of the 
14. moonlight- So in xvn. 1, ‘ thy pensive, moonlight face-’ 


No. LXXIV. 0 listen^ listeUy ladies gay 

One of the finast of Scott’s ballads. It has not the simplicity 

a4lv g^^;Uine old ballad ; the effect.^ are deliber- 

bnf^hf tC' +’ details painted in with great care; 

P ‘Y® rhythm i.s masterly, and there is 

1 ‘T-bout the way in which the story is made, as 

in Lxvi., to convey its own pathos without any words of com- 
ment. " 

The ballad divides itself into four parts : First, the minstrel’s 
proem (11. i-4) ; second, the scene on the shore of the stormy 
hrlh—the struggle between llosabelle’s filial affection and the 
lorebodings of her counsellors (11. 5-24) ; third, the picture of the 
ominous light seen m Roslin Chapel (li. 25-44) ; fourth, the sequel, 

scenes described in the main part of the poem, 
-there are some interesting notes on RosabelU in the “ Suo-aes- 

Rons on the Teaching of English ” prefixed to Professor J?^W- 
Hales LoTvgtr English Poems. 


Metre.— Observe the variations in the last stanza : the double 
rhyme in lines 4!), 51 (as in Lord VUin's Daughlefy xvin. 31, 45, 
5o) ; and the three accents instead of four in line 50. It would 

... on the principle explained in the 

metrical note on cvni., but it is probably a mere irregularity, 
such as is often found in the old ballads. 


3. Cp. Campbell, G'ConnoPs Child : 

“ Sad was the note, and wild its fall. 

As winds that moan at night forlorn. 
Along the isles of Fion-Gall, 

When, for O’Connor’s child to mourn. 
The harper told ...” 



LXXIV 

-i', : r' 

7. Baveniheach, the raven’s crag, 
is used, by Burns. 


'^. 1 - ' ; ’ : - - 
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The word heuch or heugh 



8. firth or frith, a narrow inlet of the sea, esp. at the mouth 
of a river, e.g. the firth of Forth, the firth of Clyde. It is the 
same word as the Norwegian fiord, perhaps al^ as the Lat. 
f return. 


10. inch, Keltic word for ‘ island,’ 


II. Water-fprite. See note on ‘ water- wraith,’ xvni. 26. 

13. gifted Seer, pfted with ‘ second sight,’ the power to see 
the future. A belief in this power long prevailed in the High- 
lands of Scotland. It is often mentioned in Scott (e.g. in his 
Ijegend of Montrose), and is described in Dr. Johnson’s Journey 
to the Hebrides. 


18. Roslin, on the river North Esk, south of Edinburgh. There 
is a modem castle, but the ruin of the ancient one is still standing, 
as also Roslin Chapel, founded in 1445 or 1450 by Sir William 
St. Clair, baron of Roslin and earl of Orkney. 


21. the ring. “A ring was suspended, not tightly fastened, 
but so that it could easily be detached from a horizontal beam 
resting on two upright ^sts. The players rode at full speed 
through the archway thu£ made, and as they went under, passed 
their lance-points, or aimed at passing them, through the ring, 

and so bore it off. See Ellis’s Brand's Popular Antiauities, re- 
edited by Hazlitt ” (Prof. Hales). 

.W). ruddied. Ruddy ’ is now onlj^ used as an adjective, and 
(he verb was doubtless an archaism eVen in Scott. Cp. Spenser, 

/ fierte Queene, n. L, Her cheeks, like apples which the sun had 
rudded.” 


32. Hawthornden. Here lived, 1585-1649, the poet William 
Drummond. 


35. sable shroud, Cp. MUton, 22, “ And bid fair peace 
w to my sable shroud. ” In Elizabethan English ‘shroud ’ is used 
for any covering or shelter, not being confined as now to the 
clothmg of the dead. Cp. Ode on Nativity, 1. 218, 

36. panoply (Greek), full suit of armour. 

.38. sacristy, a room in a church where the sacred vessels and 

vestments are kept ; from Low Latin, saeristia, derived from 
sneer, holy.’ 

pale, enclosure ; from Lat. pnlus. 

_ 39. pillar. The beauty of the ‘ Apprentice’s Pillar ’ in Roslin 
t napel is famous. 

41. pinnet, a variation of ‘ pinnacle,’ a high turret. 

44. high, high-bom. 
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as mUT ^ “‘il**® sound, 

as may© m L 6 to nave an antique look. 

TO^I^h book, knell. For the connection of these three 

with the service for the dead, Prof. Hales quotes Hamlet v. i , 
the priest s words about Ophelia ; 

Her obsequies have been as far enlarged 
As we have warranty . . . 

... She is allowed her virgin crants, 

Jvf t strewments, and the bringing home 

Of bell and burial . . . 

We should profane the service of the dead 
To sing a requiem and such rest to her 
As to peace-parted souls ” ; 


and Dunbar’s Wm of Maister Andro^ Kennedy : 

“ I will no priestis for to sing 
Dies ilia, dies irae, 

Nor yet no bellis for to ring 
Sicut solet semper fieri ; 

But a bagpipe to play a spring 
Et unum alewisp ante me. 
Instead of torches for to bring 
Quatuor lagenas cervisiae ” — 

8.e. four flagons of beer. 


51. sea-caves rung. Cp. the sea dirge in Shakespeare’s Tempest 
given in G.T. lxv. : 


“ Sea-nymphs hourly ring his knell : 
Hark ! now I hear them, — 
Ding, dong, bell ! ” 


No. LXXV. 1 saw where in the shroud did lurk 

In its rhythm and diction, and above all in its quaint conceits, 
this poem of Charles Lamb wonderfully recalls the work of 
seventeenth-century poets. There is indeed in Mr. Beeching’s 
Lyra Sacra an anonymous seventeenth-century poem on the 
.same theme of an infant’s death — “ He did but float a little way 
Adown the stream of time ” — that, to one judging from internal 

evidence alone, would seem to have far less right to be attributed 
to that period. 

12. glasses of mortality, the eye of a mortal, here compared 
to a window or pair of spectacles. 

21. Promethean. Prometheus Avas fabled by the Greeks to 
have brought down fire from heaven as a gift to mortals. The 
legend of his punishment by Zeus for this offence forms the 
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sobject of tile tragedy of Prometlieus Bound by Aesohylns, and 
of Shelley’s Prometheus U nbound, Cp. Othello, v. ii. 10 ; ff$| 

** But once put out thy light» 

Thou cunning’st pattern of excelling nature* 

I know not where is that Promethean heat 
That can thy light relume.” 

22. moons* months. 


38. economy* from Gk. oUovofda, household management ; 
applied also to the management of the affairs of a nation, as in 
‘ political economy.’ Here the meaning is : Heaven ^ems to be 
wasteful of human life ; the seeming waste doubtless has its 
explanation, but we do not know what it is. Cp. Tennyson, In 
Memoriam, cantos liv.-lvi. 


39. clerks, scholais, from Lat. clericus. The name reminds us 
that the clergy were at one time the only educated class of the 
community in Western Europe. When education spread to 
other classes, clericus was applied to every educated man, even 
though not a deacon or priest. Cp. the expression * clerical error ’ 
for an unintentional slip in a written composition. 


missed the mark, failed to explain satisfactorily. 

41. ephemeral, from Gk. efpi/jfiepos, lasting only for a day. 

42. Crones. See note on Lvn. 5. 


No. LXXVI. A child^s a 'plaything for an hour 

“ From Poetry for Children ( 1 809), by Charles and Mary Lamb. 
This tender and original little piece seems clearly to reveal the 
work of that noble-minded and afflicted sister, who was at once 
the happiness, the misery and the life-long blessing cf her equally 
noble-minded brother ” (F.T.P.). In 1796 Mary Lamb “ worn 
down to a state of extreme nervous misery by attention to needle- 
work by day and to her mother by night ” went mad and stabbed 
her mother to death. She was placed in an asylum, and her reason 
padually returned to her. But the malady recurred at intervals 
in after-life. She knew when an attack W'as approaching ; and 
Charles, “ jbtaining leave of absence from the East India office, 
as if for a day's pleasure, might be seen escorting his sister, both 

in tears, to the accustomed asylum in the neighbourhood of 
London.” 

No. LXXVII. Where art thou, my beloved Son 

Ruskin, Modern Painters, vol. ni. pt. iv. ch. iii., uses this 
poem to illustrate the difference between * historical or simplv 
narrative art- ’ and great imaginative art. Tie power of the poet 
o.T. rv. « 
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IS ‘ the power of assembling, bv the hein nf x- 

images as will excite noble emotions ’ In f hp 

poet cannot create • he Ln onlv t.p f? ^ f 

him bv experience • his orLi ve new supplied to 

itself in the selection and combinatbn of’sileh ‘Ztoiair’s^the 
plaZmrrative ofiyaSfact ^ 0 ^^! We"f Saussure’s 

Nothing surprised me more than a woman of Arrrp^f.-A 

hoso oot^tir^^o I wont into to q'^L- -frx*! mi t -ArgonticrOj 

iho -iaoior of • !. ^ down from 

opidenuc dysentery had prevailed in the village ’. 0 ] ^ ft 
months before, had taken away from her her fa W 1 ’ I 

Hu^cridle'^''* that she was left alone, with three chilXe^Tin 

.1 lit. Her faee had something noble in it, and its exnression 

mrinil k "f r After tv^^ 

t "id Omc ‘‘ S.'"”- , I --of GeZl! 

lo<1 " ouls • Th^f it"' r" Protestants were 

tinctiti ’ condemn all without dis. 

K, !-• 'i, moment of reflection, she added in 

m iuv^whn^l which is very strange is that of so 

■? 1 have ever returned. I,’ she 

i expression of grief, ‘who have so mourned my 

lusband and my brothers, who have never ceased to think of 
(hem, vho every night conjure them with beseechings to tell me 
where they are, and m what state they are ! Ah, surely, if thev 
lived anywhere, they would not leave me thus ! But, perhaps? 

> e added, T am not worthy c^f this kindness, perhaps the pure 
and innoc ent spirits of these children,’ and she looked at the cradle, 
ma\ have Jieir presence, and the joy which is denied me.’ ”— 
>aussurc, \ oya<j(-': (Ians hs Alpcs, chap. xxiv. 

1 of Margaret may be compared — as has alreadv 

heen done 03 ’ Mr. .Swinburne in Essays and Studies— vrith. Tenny- 
!^on s hizpah, another poem of a mother’s anguish. 

- 0 . as hath been said, as detractors alleged. 

-9. Neglect me ! Was 1 indignant at the thought of his neglect ? 

oO. The late Mr. F. Myers in his Life, of Wordsworth {English 
. L ( It oj ljeU(,r.<! Senes) examines this stanza in connection with 

V\ fkrT I CTrPT'CU ' C3 1 1 j • CL . *• , .« 


Miinv;, gp. lu/; me complexity ot the music on which 
this stanza dopends for its power — the slow rhythm resulting 
Irom a large proportion of strong accents and long vowels, and 
the subtle alliterations of the letters of, A, w, th in the first four 
tines. He dwells, too. on the choice of words : inheritest and 
s'U7n?noned are not words that a poor widow, even at Penrith,’* 


LXXVII— LXXIX 


227 


would employ ; “ they are used to intensify the imagined relation 
which connects the missing man with (1) the wild beasts who 
surround him, and (2) the invisible Power which leads ; so that 
something mysterious and awful is added to his fate. This im- 
pression is heightened by the use of the word incommunicable in 
an unusual sense, ‘ incapable of being communicated with * instead 
of ‘ incapable of being communicated ’ ; while the expression ‘ to 
keep an incommunicable sleep ’ for ‘ to lie dead ’ gives dignity to 
the occMion by carrying the mind back along a train of literary 
associations of which the well-known clt^p/jlovcl v^^o^tov Httvov of 
Moschus may be taken as the type.” 

No. LXXVIII. Waken, lords and ladies gay 

Metre. — Observe how the sound echoes to the sense in line 7, 
where two dactyls, ‘ Merrily, merrily,’ are substituted for two 

troch^, to be said or sung in the time that would ordinarily be 
occupied by two trochees. 

^ 4. Perhaps the best modem account of an old English hunt 
‘ with hawk and horse and hunting-spear,’ is to be found in The 
Diacy of MastcT William Silence, a book that deals very fully with 
the field sports of Shakespeare’s time. 

12. diamonds of dew. Cp. cxxii. 39, Dew-drops are the sems 
of morning.” ® 

29. baulk or balk, baffle, frustrate ; properly, to separate by 
‘ balks ’ or beams, to partition off. 


No. LXXIX. Ethereal minstrel f pilgrim of the sky ! 

The five poems (lxxix.-lxxxih.) in praise of birds, written by 
the three greatest poets of the period, Wordsworth, Shelley and 
iVeats, will help the reader to compare the very difiFerent genius^ 
character and method of their three authors. Wordsworth’s song 
never soars so far as to be oblivious of the earth and the common 
life of men. Like his own skylark he is ‘ true to the kindred points 
of Heaven and Home,’ rising to a splendid height at times, but 
always to bring some lesson down. Tn every aspect of Nature, 
in every bird and flower, he finds ‘ thoughts that lie deep ’ ; and 
everywhere he hears the still sad music of humanity. Shelley’s 
song is as different from Wordsworth’s as his skylark is different. 
It mounts ‘ in profuse strains ’ of an art so facile that it may well 
seem unpremeditated.’ It soars till earth is lost sight of, a very 

( 1^1 but impalpable, floating and running 

like^an unbodied joy.’ The poet is ‘ hidden '—not revealed— in 
the dazzling, rather than illuminating, ‘ light ’ of his thoughts. 

eate, once more, is like the nightingale of his imagining — ‘ pour- 
ing lorth his soul abroad in an ecstasy that wears out his frail 
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than m the words he uses of the nightingale’s^sou/: 

r^i, .j . 'I'*'® ““e that oft-times hath 

arm d magic casements, opening on the foam 
Ui perilous seas, in faery lands forlorn. 

Sl^lley saw the resemblance— writing in his elegy on Keats of 
Thy spirit & sister, the lorn nightingale.” 


No. LXXX. Hdil to IhoQ^ hlitho Sjpivit 

Mltre. Trochaic. Three trochees in the first line fwn 

lociees and long syllable in the second line, of the couplet' For 
the third couplet of each stanza is substituted a single^lona line 
only differing from the couplet in that {1) it admits an extra ,fn’ 

at, the beginning ; (2) it is only rhymed at the 
end , (3) the break in the middle is not always observed. 

2. wert. Tiie rhymes are— doubtless intentionally— very freeh- 

stidctcT* the poem. Tennyson’s practice was much 

stiicte., and modern criticism is apt to be severe upon loose 

3fming. But wo must remember (1) that rhymes which are 
laulty now mav sometimes have been accurate m Shellev’s time 
pronunciation having changed ; (2) that rh vines which have once’ 
been accepted tend to become traditional in the poets after thev 
iiave ceased to be accurate. The rhyme of ‘ wert ’ and ‘ heart”’ 
used by Shellev here, occurs in Daniel, the Elizabethan poet 
whom Coleridge admired, and was probably correct in his time. 
As for the form w\rt, “ ‘ wast ’ is not found in the oldest Emdlsh • 
it ^ quite a late form, not older than the fourteenth centurv.^ The 

we have formed, after the analogy 
ot shall and ‘ will,’ wert, which is sometimes, but wrongly, used 

for the subjunctive were (second person singular) as ‘ If thou, that 

bidst me be content, wert grim ’ {Khig Joh% m. i.).” Morris, 

Historical Outlines of English Accidence, p. 182. 

7. from the earth, closely with ‘ higher ’ : the lark has already 
left the ground. 


15. unbodied joy, a disembodied ‘ spirit of delight,’ one of those 
abstractions which to Shelley were more real than material things. 
Cp. the impersonations in Adonais, stanzas ix.-.xiii. Some editors 
strangely emend to ‘ embodied.’ 

20. Cp. Tennvson, “ Till drowned in yonder living blue The lark 
becomes a sightless sonsf.” 

22. silver sphere, the .<:tar of 1. 18. 

28. bare, without clouds. So Wordsworth iu cxxxi. 13, “The 
moon doth with delight Book round her w’hen the heavens are 
bare.” 



229 



55. fsint. Cp. Viu. 9-12» ** Tli6 wa/iidcriiig airs tliBy faint.’* 

66. ehonts hymeneal, marriage song, from Hymen (Greek) the 
god of marriage. 

82. deem, think, believe. 

86. Cp. Hamlet, iv. iv. 37 : 

Sure h© that made us with such large discourse. 

Looking before and after, gave us not 
That capability and godlike reason 
To fust in us unused.” 

Gray observes the same fact as SheUey, but in a different spirit : 

“ ’Tis man alone that joy descries 
With forward and reverted eyes ” {Q.T. OLn.). 

^96. measnresi, music. Cp. cix. 33, ** W^here was heard the 
mingled measure.” 

No. LXXXI. Beneath these ff uit-tree houghs that shed 

This differe from Wordsworth’s other bird-poems in that it is 
simply descriptive and expressive of unreflecting delight. 

15. revels of the May. See note on cxxii. 3. 

18. paramours, lovers, formed from an adverbial French phrase, 
par amouT , just as ‘ debonair ’ is : see note on lxxxv. 7. 

21. a Presence. Cp. lxxx. 15 ; lxxxii. 15-16. 


No, LXXXII. 0 blithe new-comer ! I have h^rd 

The cry of the cuckoo brings back for a while to Wordsworth 
the time 

“ When meadow, grove and stream. 

The earth and every common sight 
To me did seem 
Apparell’d in celestial light.” 

owning of his great ode, cxxxi.) This lyric was written 
m 1804. In 1837, the same sound, heard at Lavema in Italy, in 
toe neighbourhood of the monastery of St. Francis, awoke ^Taver 
reflections : it seemed to him then the voice of a prophet— “ of 
one crying amid the wilderness.” 

An earlier address to the cuckoo — “ Hail, beauteous stranger 
of the grove ! — by Michael Bruce, is said to have been a favourite 
poem with Wordsworth, and may have suggested to him thLs 

be found in Trench’s Household Book oj 

12. visionary hours, the hours of youth— hours of ‘ the visionarv 
gleam, the glory and the dream ’ (cxxxi. 56-57). 
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No. LXXXIII. My heart aches and a drowsy numbness 

pains 

“ Written in the spring of 1819, and one of the six or eight 
among his poems so unique and perfect in style, that it is hard 

experience could have improved them ’’(FTP) 

The Ode was inspired by the song of a nightingale that ‘had 
built its nest close to the house of a friend in Hampstead. The 
bird 8 song, we are told, “ often threw Keats into a sort of trance 
ot tranquil pleasure. One morning he took his chair from the 

rea ast-table, placed it on the grass-plot under a plum-tree 
and sat there for two or three hours with some scraps o^ paper in 
his hands. Thus the Ode was "WTitten. 

Metre.— Ten iambic lines to each stanza. The charm of the 
verse depends partly on the inevitable, yet unmonotonous, recur- 
rence of the rhymes, partly on the effect of the shortened eighth 

^ momentary pause that heightens the force of 
the full music of the last two lines. 

_ 4. Lethe, the river of forgetfulness, in the under- world, as 
imagined by the Greeks. 

Hryad, a n3^mph inhabiting a tree and watching over it ; 
^rom Gk. opus, an oak. 

12. deep-delved. The epithet, as Mr. W. T. Arnold points 
out, was probably suggested by Milton’s lines On the Death of a 
1' avr Infant — “ Or that thy beauties lie in wormy bed. Hid from 
the world in a low-delved tomb.” 

13. Flora, Roman — originally Sabine — goddess of the Spring 
and of flowers. 

14. Provencal song, the poetry of the troubadours, the court- 
poehs of the twelfth century. The language which the}’ used was 
the Romanic language of southern France, sometimes called the 
langue d'oc. Provence is the Roman Provi7icia. The Provencal 

language ceased to be used for literary purposes in the fourteenth 
century. 

sunburnt mirth, epithet transferred from the people to their 
mirth. The force of the epithet, like ‘ warm South,’ is to give the 
idea of genial Nature favouring the merriment. 

16. Hippocrene, Greek, ‘ the fountain of the steed ’ : the fount 
of the Muses, which was struck out of Mount Helicon bj’ the hoof 
of the winged horse, Pegasus. Keats writes as if the spring ran 
wine. 

17. winking, twdnkling, i.e, breaking and sparkling. The 
original use is the ordinary one, ‘ moving the eyelids quickh’.’ 
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26. 8pectre>tliiii» thin as a spectre. Keats coins another com* 
pound of * thin * differently in cxi. 57, * winter*thin,’ thin from 
its winter sleep. 

32. Bacchus, the ancient god of wine, was fabled to have driven 
a team of tigers or lynxes round the world. Cp. Virgil, Aen, vi. 
805, Liber, agena celso Nyaae de vertice tigres. 

pards, leopards, substituted by poetic licence for the tigers 
or lynxes of the legend. 

37. Pays, the proper form of the word, though ‘ fairies ’ is more 
common. ‘ Fairy ’ is derived from ‘ fay,’ and properly means 
‘ enchantment,’ in which sense the O.F. form ‘ faerie ’ is sometimes 
used in modern English. Cp, the adj. ‘ faery ’ as employed by 
Keats in xxxvi. 11, and below 1. 70. 

42. soft incense, scented blossoms. 

’43. in the scented darkness, try to distinguish the several 
odours. 

46. eglantine. See note on xxvr. 13. 

51. darkling, adv., in the dark. “ As the wakeful bird sings 
darkling ” (Milton). 

60. requiem, a hymn or mass sung for the repose of the soul of 
the dead : the first word of the Roman Catholic hymn, Requiem 
aeternam dona eia, Domine, “ Give eternal rest to them, O Lord.” 
So ‘ dirge ’ is derived from dirige, the first word of another hymn. 

64. clown, peasant. Apparently this was the original sense of 
the word, though the meaning ‘ jester ’ is as old, or almost as old, 
in literature. 

66. Rnth. See The Book of Ruth, ch. ii. 

70. faery lands. The expression recalls the Greek 
Saijihvuv dvaaTpo<f>hn ‘ haunt of demigods, dear to birds’ (Aeschy- 
lus, Eumenides, 23), but the epithet ‘ forlorn ’ adds a modern 
romantic note. 

No. LXXXIV. Earth has not anythwg to show more fair 

To any one who has ever looked upon such a scene, this sonnet 
will bring it back with wonderful vividness, steeped in a glow of 
sunshine, like a painting of Turner. Yet it is noteworthy how 
vague the details are as compared with those of a picture : the 
form and arrangement of the ‘ ships, towers, domes, theatres and 
temples are supplied by the reader s memory or imagination — 
not indicated by the poet. 

|. Herford {Age of Wordau^rih, p. 162) notes as one of the 
•imitations of Wordsworth that his imagination was not greatly 
touched by cities. “ If anything in them yielded poetry, it was 
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their momente of self-oblivion (Stray Pleamres, Power of Mam 
Star-g<Kers), their pining rustics (Farmer of 'lihbury Vale I8O3’ 

^Srf^snll If •’ splendour ( ires-tai,,.*; 

1809). But at Grasmere lie gave both profoundor and inore 
Aaried expression to his specific vision.” 

With \Vords worth’s vision of ]>ondon, F. H. Mvers finelv 

compared Sterling’s imagination of it on his dying-bed’: “ not as 

luJl ot noise and dust and confusion, but as aomethiiK^ silenf 
grand and everlasting.” ® 


^o. IjX.^X\ . ^0 one who hets been Ioyuj vh city 'pent. 

Ihi^s expression of simple delight in the charm of open countrv, 
by the poet whom Byron unfairly upbraided with bcin^r ‘a 
tockney, is a fitting pendant to the great poet of Nature s'eon- 
tession that beauty is not absent from the citv. 

J. A reminiscence of Milton, Paradise Lost, ix. 445 : 

As one who, lone; in populous city pent, 

\\ here houses thick and sewers annoy the air, 

F'orth issuing on a summer's morn to breatlie 
Among the jileasant farms aiifl villages 
Adjoined, from each thing met conceives deliuht.” 

7. debonair, elegant : Fr. debonnaire, i.e. de bon aire, of good 
exti action, and hence of good disposition. A I^Jiltonic word 
Cp. So buxom, blithe and debonair,” U Allegro, 24. 

8. languishment, languor. The word is used bv Spenser and 
l)y Wyntt 

10. Philomela and Proene in the Greek legend were two sisters, 
who were changed, the one into a nightingale, the other into a 

swallow. Cp. Sir P. Sidney's poem, “ The nightingale as soras 
April bringeth,” {G.T. XLvn.). 

13. The image in the last two lines is in the manner of Shellev 

rather than of Keats. Cp. the exquisite lines on an angel's tear 
in Adonaii, st. X. 


No. LXXXVI. 1 met a traveller from an antique land 


The best of the few sonnets that Shelley wrote. The sonnet 
demands too much concentration and self-restraint to be adapted 

to his w'ayward and essentiallv hrical genius, that ‘ sinoing still 
(iocs soar. 


Ozijmandias is a Greek form of an Egyptian name. Shelley 
probably invented the inscription. ‘ \"ast and trimkloss legs of 
stone ’ are common enough in Egypt. But, as an Egyptologist 
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Mend, Mr. J. G. Milne, writes to me, “ No traveller in Shelley’s 
day could have translated a hieroglyphic inscription, and the in- 
scription as given is not Egyptian in conception.” 

8. The sculptor’s hand that mock’d the sneer and frown, and 
the heart of Ozymandias that fed the sneer and frown. * Hand ’ 
and ‘ heart ’ are governed by ‘ survive.’ We can still read the 
king’s scorn and the sculptor’s scorn of him : but king and sculptor 
— where are they ? 


No. LXXXVII. Degenerate Douglas ! oh, the 

unworthy lord 


For Neidpath, see xxxin. and note. 

“ The fact was told me by Walter Scott ” (Wordsworth’s note). 
The sonnet was written in 1803 on the same tour that produced 
\c., xci., xcvm., and cxvm. 

No. LXXXVIII. 0 leave this barren spot to me 


3-4. Cp. Wordsworth’s description of the Borrowdale yew- 
trees : 


“ A pillar’d shade. 

Upon whose grassless floor of red-brown hue 
By sheddings from the pining umbrage tinged 
Perennially — beneath whose sable roof 
Of boughs, as if for festal purpose, decked 
With un rejoicing berries — ghostly shapes 
May meet at noontide.” 

10. amber, the resin of extinct pine-trees, which when heated 
gives forth a fragrant odour. So Campbell applies the term to 
‘ honev.’ The resemblance between the two substances accounts 

a 

for ^'i^gil’s prophecy — El durae quercus siidabunt roscida mclla. 

22. The practice of carving the beloved name on the trunks of 
trees i.s frequently alluded to in ancient and modern poetry. Cp.. 
^'irgil, Eclogues^ x. 54, Crescent iltae, crescetis amoves ; Shake- 
speare, A s you Like it, ra. ii. 0 ; 


“ Run, run, Orlandb, carve on every tree 
The fair, the chaste and uuexpressive she.” 

26. ravish’d, carried away in spite of itself, enraptured. 


No. LXXXIX. Yes, there is holy pleasure in thine eye 

‘‘ Intended more particularly for the perusal of those who may 
have happened to be enamoured of some beautiful Place of 
Retreat, in the Country of the Lakes ” (Wordsworth). 

1. Another reading : AVcll may’st thou halt, and gaze M'ith 
brightening eye ! ” 
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No. XC. Sweet Highland Girl, a very shower 

Jilis poem — like The Reaner (xci ^ anrJ ai>^ ' / 

wa. „„„ of the fruits of Wofdaiorthl tourfn tf Xh f 
the travelieru enJounS’tir.irls 

Miss Wordswortli in her Journal “ woc! prls, writes 

and tlie figure.s of both of them, in^n-ey p'laSSf ’ 

•spoke to them ; buf they an^w^r^d us ,0 " wee^f "'‘= 

rreett'&tifL^T^r^ 

Though Wordsworth did nit wril C 

Xmanhoot'* Thif “''l P^ture^^f pM.oXud 

“ Shi was tphantorof dehVh "■ (x rand'tin^' ‘''l 
(xm.-xvi.). Wordsworth retS mod to he subkotTthe“rtiJbkn I 

^he re':f : r in^vSfid SC 

•sinoundL beautdul objects with which she was 

lo. light of common day. Cp. cxxxr. Tfi, 

25. sense, good sense. 

42. brook’d, A.tS., endured, borne. 

Echavp^x ^Vordsicorth, p. 120) Virgil, 

bUogue x. So, Atque vXxnam ex vobis unus vestriaue fuisspm Aut 
c mU>s gregis ant xnaturae vinitor uvae. ^ ^ 

No. XCI. Behold her, si ngle in the field 

H fortune to sail amonc^ the 

we^w n in “calm 

the ‘he expression, 

been quoted— like lines 09-70 in the 

that new as Containing in an unusual degree 

new romantic note that was first clearly heard in English 

poetry m the Lyncal Ballads of 1798. It is the note that moirii 

rea ers ha\e often found in Virgil — a suggestiveness reaching far 
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beyond the obvious meaning of the words into depths that speech 
cannot plumb, mystery, poignant, pathos, haunting melody. 

29. Wordsworth originaUy wrote “ I listened till I had my fill.” 
Apparently he rejected the expression as undignified, though he 
might have defended it by the examples of Spenser {Sheph^rji's 
Calendar, September, “ tellen our fiU ”) and Milton {II Penseroso, 
“ When the gust hath blown his fill ”). 



o. XCII. 


At the comer of Wood Street, when daylight 

appears 


In spite of the real beauty and pathos of the conception, this 
])oem falls considerably below the level of the two that have pre- 
ceded it. The chief reason for the inferiority lies probably in the 
choice of a metre. Mr. Theodore Watts-Dunton, in his Encyclo- 
paedia Britannica article on Poetry, remarks that Wordswnrth and 
Keats always fall below their best when they choose an anapaestic 
metre. He acutely supplies the reason : the slow’er iambic metre 
in English is better adapted for statement, narrative, description, 
anapaestic or dactylic rhythm for poetry that symbolises or suggests. 

1. Wood Street, Lothbury, Cheapside, all in the heart of London. 


No. XCIII. Ariel to Miranda '.—Take 

The last charge given to Ariel, the attendant ‘ airy spirit ’ of 
Prospero, in the ‘ mighty verses ’ of the I'empest, w'as to watch 
over the ship that conveyed Ferdinand and Miranda to Naples, 
where their marriage w*as to be solemnised. Shelley imagines that 
Ariel’s care for Miranda did not end here. She has lived other 
lives since then, and now she is re-incamated as Shelley’s friend, 
•Jane Williams (see note to c.). Ariel, who is a ‘ tree-spirit ’ — 
Prospero had rescued him from a ‘ cloven pine,’ where the witcli 
Sycorax had imprisoned him {Tempest, i. ii.) — comes to her as the 
spirit of music in a guitar, craving only 

For his service and his sorrow', 

A smile to-day, a song to-morrow'. 

An interesting account of the writing of this lyric, illustrating 
Shelley’s feverish heat of composition, is given by the poet’s friencl, 
Trelawney ; quoted in J. A. Symonds’ Life of Shelley, p. 165. 

Metre. — The same as the trochaic metre of Keats’ three poems, 
n., Lxv., CXI., but the proportion of lines beginning with an 
extra unaccented syllable is so much larger as to give a different 
effect. It is interesting to compare the very different music that 
different poets draw from the same verse. Shelley probably chose 
this metre here because it was used by Prospero in his Epilogue, 
but he was also influenced — as still more in r., The Invitation — 
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NOTES 


hL.nfng om“ metre“h exaidsf 'r"'! “'1 delicate 

« the most Ho“ tiS, of C ^ This 

glamor about it that the 

opposi J In fhHf 7 

f-y- iess, greater ; sleepinLr waking . Uf. i !i ^ Mo,— 
out of each other. P ‘ h. > life, death — are generated 

/p T of the moon’s invisibilitv ’ 

. 1.1 .). Cp. Milton, Samson AcjonM, 87 ; isibilit\ 

‘ bilent as the moon. 

When she deserts the night, 

Hid in her vacant interlunar cave.” 

7o. mysterious sound, the music of the spheres 
account in Plato Remihl-.f t>i x spneres. bee the 

Pv’thafforas Pn^ \Tn+ // ' ’ Plato got the notion from 

lixxv*)™ "" ^lalivUy, 1 . 123 (ff.T. 

“ Ring out, ye crystal spheres ! 

Once bless our human ears 

If ye have power to touch our senses so.” 

Cp. also Merchant of Vejuce, v, i. 01 : 

" smallest orb which thou behold’st 

ixMi ^ D^otion like an angel sings, 
fctill quirmg to the young-eyed cherubim.” 

90. ‘For our beloved Jane alone ” (Shelley’s ms.) The read 

mg one for our, found in some editiorm of P 7' or. ^ reaa- 

emendatiV.n r.f Mn p„i^ “ cainons ot (r. / ., appears to be an 
t- 0,1 oi Mr. Palgrave s, afterwards withdrawn. 

No. XCI\ . / ivander’d lonely as a cloud 

Written at Tovm-end, Gra.^^merc, 1804. “The daffodils 

see , If Z'daT /'f “d Probablv mafte 

- tl IS day as beautiiul in the month of March, noddinv 

(WoriFworth/^^lf foaming waves” 

V,. fv the daffodils of which 

“ \\n wrote in her Journal, April 15, 1802 - 

f(‘w Gowbarrow Park we saw a 

f( « danodils close to the water-side. As we went alon- there 

and yet rnor»' ; and at hist, under the houghs"’ of the 
trees, ao saw there was a long belt of them along the'shore I 

f stones as on 

glan^c^L ” ^ danced with the wind, they looked so gay and 




Mr Anbrej de Vere {Essays ckiejly on P(yehry, ^ 165) has re- 
marked how little of detail the poem contains — om^ ‘-the margin 
(rf a bay and the long galaxy of daffodils ’ : the addition of details 
would have injured the singleness of effect. “ The poet saw the 
daffodils because he saw little else, and he saw them in such sort 
that both for him and his readers henceforth 


They flash upon that inward eye 
Which is the bli^ of solitude.” 


It is remwkable, by the way, that this famous couplet — ^sug- 
gested to the poet by Mrs. Wordsworth, and certainly her chief 
contribution to his works — ^was condemned by Coleridge (5w- 
graphic LiU’raria, ch. xxii.). Sensitive as he was to the exquisite 
pleasure that can be given by form and colour, Coleridge felt that 
the expression ‘ the inward eye ’ should be reserved for higher 
uses, for purely mental or spiritual delight. This was the objec- 
tion of a philosopher, and has been shared by few of Words- 
worth’s readers. Few poems have done so much to increase the 
enjo3rment of natural beauty by suggesting to minds less quick 
to receive impressions than a poet’s that they can indefinitely 
augment their delight by cultivating the habit of thus remember- 
ing — in a spirit different from that of Keats’ lyric — ‘ passed joy.* 

1. Byron touched this simile in TAc Prisoner of Chillonf but 
without adorning it : 


“ Lone, as a solitary cloud, 

A single cloud on a sunny day. 

While all the rest of heaven is clear, 

A frown upon the atmosphere. 

That hath no business to appear 
When skies are blue, and earth is gay.” 


No. XCV. With little here to do or see 

Ruskin, Modern Painters, Vol. 11. (Pt. III., sec. ii. ch. iv.),. 
quotes from this poem “ two delicious stanzas of Fancy regardant 
(believing in her creations) followed by one of heavenly imagina- 
tion.” The stanzas are the third, fifth, and sixth. He proceeds : 
“ Observe how spiritual, yet how wandering and playful, the 
fancy is in the first two stanzas, and how far she flies from the 
matter in hand ; never stopping to brood on the character of 
any one of the images she summons, and yet for a moment truly 
seeing and believing in them all ; while in the last stanza the 
imagination returns with its deep feeling to the heart of the 
flower, and to that.” 

0. Common-place, (1 ) a memorandum of something that is likely 
to be often referred to ; (2) a customary remark, trite saving : 
J3) used, as here, for anything occurring frequently or habitually.. 
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daisies. ^ Cp^’ Shtkefp^re "'‘^The^^orenuf dt^D 

east with spots of grey.’ © ntle day Dapples the drowsy 

^ h types, emblems, symbols. 

( 'p. through French- 

eye. I see the lord^rman^M pit"” 

'■ /p' Part T ii i ne 

no ‘LiX •' Th/tiSSf <? West'hJt 

w P I J,""”""""*'™ S“*x IS contemptuous. 

OreeL m thoioey.‘"lS''S TmousTf ?hom “ 

'' hom Odysseus (Ulysses) encountered. 1 olyphemus, 

<>0. boss, the knob in the centre of the shield. 

14. star, ^ellev has the same image in c. 40, cvrii. 10, 11, 

• . who. The antecedent is implied in his = of him 

FreL“'to“ “ meditations : from 


No. XCV I. Season of mists and mellow fruitfulness 

itl^ruf:,fhT"ofl‘e"“ f"„? lu™*!Li:^'’ “n- 

perfection atteined-and the sadUss of autumn-rt 

e'inSti ‘ Slf unbidlenTS! 

t > e in gazing at the happy autumn fields. ’ 

Metre —Eleven iambic lines of five feet in the stanza • thp 
scheme of rhymes varies a little in the three stanzas. ’ ^ 

Cli'.omair'’’“Rv*''f l'>“nd ‘he verb in 

b“"xriv. **“ enlightmng,”®Odya,cy; 

of the fecJhfrtom tn^rt '? traced in some 

or rne aescnptions in M. Arnold s Scholar -Gipsy. 

•lir "°‘® P" ‘ "■mnon-’d bv the gentle 

t^Thaff™"*”"’"'" -Paratos the® corn 

tr. drowsy. This transitive use of the verb is 

had1ri“wn^S‘an”;r^ a.n., “ When aalvle 

naa drowned and drowsed the understanding.” 

fume, sleepy smell : Lat./?^i«w..s, smoke. 

18. swath, a row of mown grass ; here, the row to be mown next. 

likelbarr^*^^ clouds, bars of clouds, or clouds with stripes or streaks 




25. bloom, tonch with a soft, warm glow. Keats seems to 
have coined the verb from the subst. N.E.D. quotes from Prof. 
Tyndall (1860) the sentence, “ Heaps of snow ... as the day ad- 
vanced, bloomed with a rosy light.” 

28. sallows, willows : from Lat. salix^ through French. 

30. hilly boom, hill bounding the view. * Bourn ’ is Fr. borne, 
a limit. Cp. “ That undiscovered country, from whose bourn No 
traveller returns,” Hamlet, m. i. 

32. croft, A.S., a small piece of enclosed land adjoining a 
dwelling-house. 

No. XCVII. When first the fiery-mantled Sun 

Campbell, in the year 1 800, saw something of actual warfare, 
though not as a combatant. The experience gives reality to his 
poems on war. The martial note is genuine, and his sense of the 
horror of bloodshed true and deep. 

It is possible that Campbell was influenced, consciously or un- 
consciously. in this Ode to Winter by Coleridge’s fine Ode to the 
Departing Year, written and published at the end of 1796. 

Metre. — ^T his is not irregular, as in so-called ‘ Pindaric ’ odes. 
The stanzas strictly correspond to each other, and the scheme of 
rhymes and feet presents no difficulty. The opening of H Allegro 
may have suggested the rhythm and the impersonations of the 
first stanza. 

1 1 . Calpe, the ancient name for Gibraltar. 

21. Lofoden. The Lofoden Islands, off the N.W. coast of 
Norway, are famous for their maelstroms or whirlpools. As in 
his choice of the word ‘ Elsinore ’ (xliv. 63), Campbell shows his 
appreciation of a noble -sounding name. 

23. Runic Odin. Odin, the chief god of the Scandinavian 
mjihology, is called Runic because celebrated in the Edda or 
book of Runic poetry. ‘ Ri\n ’ is Teutonic for mystery, and the 

word was applied to the first alphabet known to the northern 
tribes. 

27. deflowering. Cp. lxxx. 53, ‘ By warm winds deflowered.’ 

29. light’s Lord, the sun. 

54. tented. See note on n. 13. 

No. XCVIII. From, Stirling Castle ive had seen 

In September, 1803, on their way back from that tour in the 
Highlands that led to the composition of To the Highland Girl of 
Inversneyde (xc.). The Reaper (xci.), and Glen Almain (cxMiii.j, 
Wordsworth and his sister Dorothy walked down the vale of 
Tweed from Neidpath (lxxxvtt.) to Clovenford. Here, if at all. 


y - . ' 
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NOTES 


they should have turned v 

ndge of the hill behind Yare and '*A to the 

have lain at their feet. They (febated a*!^ f •T®™7 
to reserve the pleasure for « fnJ, ^ determined 

Pileven years rter SU, 

wrote the poem that conies’ nex°t in'^h^**' visited Yarrow, and 
m hope of recruiting his shattered^t, ffu Tweedside 

oeca.sion Wordswortir wrote Yarrow Z ' ®n that 

i'oem, hnt inferior to the two lyrics inserted herf’ “ 

.MCTnii._Scenoteonxviir. 

niurroWj old find nrnvinr^Jn] tt' t* i 

n corruption of French »wri fromla? Scottish, possibly 
hus.iaiid,’ ‘companion.’ Fre’ouent in tv. n husband; 

companion— his sister Lorothy. * “PPlies it to his 

ami hrae.ro’l®oSe DTOn’f(V™ct^^^ 

Yarrow ballads. Also frequent in the 

y. frae, tScottish, ‘from.' 

Hai allu Wal fentbv '' 'rf laughs, ihc 

Abbey of which Sir W. SootetIsX;.aS"r„r^^^^^^^ 

20. lintwhites, a provincial form of ‘ linnpf ’ j i > 
rennyson m “ Her song the iintwhite slileth 

shfre • ^atuSy of tho'feeif ® ^ 

th(!'!i(fe°(>”a tfrer. '“"reimZof h r. » ti” f‘‘°‘ " hy 

nieado'-vy holms. ^ ^ ^ wind blowing over 

iniving' alfv'er rilLhS'f JhroiHi' f ^ f considerable .size, ofteii , 
appeiJation; as Strathspcij, ^ftrathram\t7^^%f^ distinctive 

great valley {Jmptricd DicL). ’ ^ oc the 

o-xtrerno brea^t»m L^the’ bwlcrs^of^tlm T in 

and Peebles. Yan-nw iv.f if ^ ^ ^ counties of tSelkirk 

the old ballad of V/ie TraffJ^: 

A ^ Black DougIa.s 

And U but he was roiio-h f 

Bor he pu’d up the bonn?e briar 

^ , And flang t in St. .Mary’s Lough.” 

p. ay oj the Last Minstrel, Canto rr. st. xxxiii ; Canto iv. ,st. viii. 
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XCiX 


No. XCIX. And is this^Yarrow ? — This the stream 


it 


B^s Principal 
Th] 


ture on ‘ The Three Yarrows ’) is “ the inner sanctuary of the 
whole Scottish border.” “ Ballad after ballad comes down loaded 
with a dirge-like wail for some sad event, made still sadder for 
that it befell in Yarrow.” Wordsworth has not taken pains to be 
exact in details. As Principal Shairp points out, he has confused 
the lady ‘ flower of Yarrow * with the ‘ slaughtered youth ’ for 
whom so many ballads had sung lament. Mary Scott of Dryhope, 
the real ‘ Flower of Yarrow,’ never ‘ lay bleeding * in Yarrow 
V ale ; she became the wife of Wat of Harden, and the mother of 
a wide- branching race. But The Dome Dens o Tarrow^ the 
oldest ballad of the district, tells of a knight slain treacherously 
by his wife’s brother, and one version of it ends : 


4t 


0 baud your tongue, my father dear ! 

Ye mind me but of sorrow •- 
A fairer rose did never bloom 
Than now lies cropp’d on Yarrow.” 


Thiee of the Yarrow ballads may be read in The Golden Treasury, 
Book III., Lament for Flodden (cLxn.), Logan’s version of The 
Braes of Yarrow (cLxm.), and Willy Drowned in Yarrow (cLxrv.). 
The ballad that was specially in Wordsworth’s mind was another 
version of The Braes, by Hamilton, beginning “ Busk ye, busk ye, 
my bonny, bonny bride.” Another powerful Yarrow ballad is 
The Doufflas Tragedy, to be found in Scott’s Minstrelsy of the 
Scottish Border. The spirit of all the Yarrow legends flnds perfect 
expression in Wordsworth’s fifth stanza. As for the description 
of the actual place given in lines 45-48, Principal Shairp’s emphatic 
testimony may be quoted : “You look on Yarrow, you repeat 
those four lines over to yourself, and you feel that the finer, more 
subtle essence of nature has never been more perfectly uttered 
in human words.” These two poems are a proof that if Words- 
worth did not often use “ the subtle aroma of place-names ” (see 
note on lvt.) he yet understood it. 


13-16. These lines, as also 43, 44 in the preceding poem, give 
yety beautiful expression to the charm of reflection in still waters. 
It is interesting to compare Shelley, c. 33 and ci. 53-80. 

^ characteristic touch of accurate observation of nature. 
31. Water-wraith. See note on xvm. 26. 


48. melancholy. The word ‘dowie’ in The Doivie Dens of 
I arrow means ‘ melancholy.’ 

oS. Newark Castle, formerly a royal hunting seat in Ettrick 
ore.st : celebrated in Scott's Lay of tfie Last Minstrel, where many 
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NOTES 


Cp. in theXtTOdue«on''to'the it™ poems will be found. 

“ He passed where Newark’s stately tower 
Looks out from Yarrow’s birchen bower ; ” 
and the couplet with which the Lay ends ; 

“ And Yarrow, as he rolled along, 
ore burden to the minstrel’s song ” 

It chaste affection. 

of a 'stS'” wtT e^r o S '“"f “ I'ike to the fallin. 

Hiffht is past ;-LS;n 

No. C. Best and brightest, come away 

not found in print till the steotT'editlOT tuSTO 

own ; but the title given by Mrs Sh^llPTr h • + Shelley s 

locality of the verses. Tht poems were ‘ n ®''“® 

xcrrr. to Mrs. William^? xvhf u like xl. and 

Shelley’s compal^X^”^; tt l’J‘tr'’rf 1!!^^^ ’ 

Still a luminousness an ‘ (descriptions, though there is 

We may cor;r rrealfcdS^^^^ P^, 

forests 0 A laslor and PromMeus VnCmi ' 

Metre* Sec note on xciii. 

IMJ^ro^, rhythm and eyen the rhymes of 

Then to come in spite of sorrow, 
nd at my window bid good-morrow’^ ” (1 45 46) 

opens’ b^th L'Alleyro S «Tc» wmo"® The®iX‘'‘"''’°^f T!’’"'' 
two nnpTnq nf ^ 1 I ihe influence of these 

haye ^traced it nliilrf is very remarkable. We 

e traced it already m Shelley (xcirr.) and Campbell fxcyn ) 

and It will be apparent again in Keats (cxr.). 



9. halcyon. The days when the halcyons or kingfishers — 
Greek, dXicvtii ' — ^were breeding were supposed to He supernaturally 
calm. They were in mid-winter. Cp. Milton, On Mining of 
Naliviiyt line 68, “ While birds of calm sit brooding on the 
charmed wave ” {Q.T. lxxxv.). For the ancient legend of the 
halcyons see Ovid, Metamorphosesy Book XI., or Lucian’s (diarm- 
ing little dialogue ’AXici'cbi' ^ Tepl 'M.erafwpcfHbaeus, 

33. Another picture of reflection in still water. There is a 
fuller one in the next poem, lines 53-80. Cp. Wordsworth in 
xcvm. 44, and xcix. 15. 

40. “ The daisy-star that never sets ” is so called because it 
can be found at all seasons of the year. The same thought recurs 
in cvni. 10-11, “ Daisies, those pearl’d Acturi of the earth. The 
constellated flower that never sets.” The daisy (A.S. doeges-edge, 
day’s eye) got its name because it opens and closes its flower with 
the daylight. Cp. Chaucer, “ The daisie or els the eye of the 
daie.” 

41. wind-flowers, the anemone : cp. cvm. 9. 

45. Cp. XXV., first stanza. 

47. multitudinous. Shelly was doubtless thinking of Macbeth’s 
words : “ This my hand will rather The multitudinous seas in- 
carnadine, Making the green one red,” Macbethy n. ii. 61. 

50-51. An expression of Shelley’s pantheistic creed. See note 
on cxrv. 136. 

No. Cl. Now the last day of many days 

2. thou, the lady to whom the poem is addressed. The fuller • 
title in Shelley’s works is To Jane — The Recollection. See note to 
preceding poem. 

32. The ocean-woods. The idea of these fascinated Shelley. 
See Ode to the West Wind (cxv.), third stanza. 

36. with. So in Mr. W. M. Rossetti’s edition j in other editions 
of Shelley the reading is by. 

43. soft flower. What this was Tve learn from the four lines 

to be found in the first version of the poem and omitted from the 
second : 

“ Were not the crocuses that grew 
Under the ilex tree 
As beautiful in scent and hue 
As ever fed the bee ? ” 

53-80. Another exquisite picture of reflections is still water, 
more elaborate than the two by Wordsworth in xcvm. 43-44, 
XCIX. 13-16, or Shelley’s own in c. 33. 

74. Elysian. See note on n. 11. 
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NOTES 

No. CII. It U a beauteous evening, calm and free 

‘ power .■ which 

Verses, are exempUfi“£^onn“t 
-may be contrasted wi?h The stor^v f 

which Shelley delights We ma.v Wif in 

companion picture of a t^o ^^/^rther compare Wordsworth’s 

Wes^mnasier j5n<^^e (lxxxiv sonnet Upon 

France ni September S way to 

same autumn S ds^M ltn ' T in the 

Paradise Lost, iv. 598. ^ ^ amous description of evening, 

12. Abraham’s bosom, 8t. Luhe xvi 99 n- 

“iEnL".s;"*i£ 'rh" 

... sw:.f j 3 ari-ss •< 

14. The thought seems partly to be that TthT^rf . n , 
blot. Who do thv wort anri ^ ^ !, Tcproach or 

No. cm. Star that hringest home the bee 

Compare Collins, Ode to Evenirw (GT cLvxwr i ...J r. „ 
bell a own “ Gem of the crimson-odoimedEven ” one of tlf t^*'‘ 

co"SneZ’ thTbook Sim 

lln ; brint^t ' all ZfChfmrnS' 

heZ^ttel. ‘ beek to 

‘ th; rich"3 balm^/et ‘ O’' 

No. CIV. The sun upon the lake is low 

Ruskin [Modern Pairders Vo1 TTT Pf r^r i, • v 

charflet,<»ri‘ii« nf Qr>r.++’ i j ’ n ^■’ notes as 

cnaracteristic ot Scott s landscape.? the fact that he never allows 

hrs filings to colour his descriptions. He never indulaes in the 

sv^moTthisint fn^+^ other poets represent Nature as 

ter?^ Hprl ft or sorrow of themselves or their charac- 

^nd joy of evening are contrasted with the 

A IZnrK!) 


1 






^ t.'^al'!®^ ;5v- .N 


CIVMTVIl^^f 


;:.■ t -’r-^ 
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^ __. level, from the setting sun. In Hphenlinden 
Osmpbelljapplies the ^me epithet to the morning sun. 

IG. plaid. See note oh XU. 13. 

Ef ■ 



(Ln. 21 ) 




No. GVi Art thou pale for weariness 


The fascination of the moon is strong in Shelley’s poetry. Oom- 
pam another exquisite fragment, beginning “ And like a dying 
lady ” ; the lyric dialogue tetween Moon ana Earth in Prometheus^ 
Unboundy Act IV., and the lines about the Moon in The Cloud. 
Compare also Sir Philip Sidney’s lovely sonnet, “ With how sad 
steps, 0 Moon, thou cUmb’st the skies ! *’ {O.T, Lvni.), the first 
two lines of which Wordsworth used, with due acknowledgment, 
as the opening of a sonnet of his own ; and Milton’s II Penseroso. 
11. 67-72. 


4. a different birth. Science has confirmed Shelley’s descrip- 
tion, representing the moon as a fragment detached from the 
earth. - 


No. CVI, A flock of sheep that leisurely pass by 

With this beautiful invocation of sleep compare Sir P. Sidney’s 
sonnet, “ Come, Sleep : 0 Sleep ! the certain knot of peace ” 
{(I‘T‘ XL.), the famous speech of the Kin g in Shakespeare’s 

II. Henry /F., Act m., Sc. i. ; and the lines in Coleridge’s Ancient 
Afarincr (Part V.) ; 

Oh sleep ! it is a gentle thing. 

Beloved from pole to pole ! 

To Mary Queen the praise be given ! 

She sent the gentle sleep from heaven 
That slid into my soul.” 

But “ the sound of rain and bees murmuring ” and “ the fall of 
rivers were probably suggested to Wordsworth by the descrip- 
tion of the house of Morpheus in Spenser’s Faerie Queene, L i. 41 : 

“ And, more to lulle him in his slumber soft, 

A trickling streame from high rock tumbling doune, 

And ever-drizling rain upon the loft, 

Mixt with a murmuring w^inde, much like the soune 
Of swarming bees, did cast him in a swoune ” - 

and by 11 Ppnseroso, II. 141-140 {G.T. cxlv.) : 

“ Hide me from day’s garish eye. 

While the bee with honey’d thigh 
That at her flowery work doth sing, 

And the waters murmuring, 

M ith such consort as they keep 
Entice the dewy -feather’d sleep.” 
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^ook of the ^chLs Morpheus in the 

“ There were a few wells 
Came rimning fro the cliffs adoune, 

Inat made a deadly sleeping soune ” ; 

and Beaumont and Fletcher’s Valentinian, v. ii. : 

of all woes. 

On tM« dispose 

On this afflicted prince. Fall like a doud 

o!. 5! : gi^o nothing that is loud 

Or painful to his slumbers : easy, sweet, 

And ^ a purling stream, thou son of Night 

/• 7 ? troubled senses ; sing his pain' 

Like fwllow murmuring wind, <yr silver rain^ 

pauses in this sonnet is worth 
The effects are very subtle. 

^'i^o has observed the effect of ‘ white sheets of 

countrv^of Fast”! ^ r ®ombre landscapes as those of the fen 
beaut7of^h^r^^^ afternoon will appreciate the 

Of Cumbria’s ront ^^f^oreland, the creeks and bays 

Ot Cimbna s rocky limits, by the light of the rising moon : ^ 

hath moved o’er many a league 
Of shining water, gathering as it seemed 

through every hair-breadth in that field of light 

JNew pleasure like a bee among the flowers.” 

u rivers ’ recalls another passage 

Derwent Prelude, Wordsworth’s tribute to the 


Metre. 

studying. 


m fairest of all rivers, loved 

To blend his murmurs with my nurse’s song, 
.^d, from his alder shades and rocky falls, 

mu fords and shallows sent a voice 

lliat flowed along my dreams.” 


No. evil. Our bugles sang truce, for tlw night-cloud had 

lowered 

See introductory note to xevn. 

. “Anapaestic. The occasional substitution of an iambus 

in the first foot checks the rapid flow of the verse, and deepens 
the pathos thereby. 
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14. morning march. A combination of metaphors. Life is 
compared to a journey begun with morning and ended with night. 

bosom, heart. For the thought, cp. Shakespeare, Wittier' s 
Tale, Act iv.. Sc. iii., “ A merry heart goes all the day, Your sad 
tires in a mile-a.” 

17. ple<U:ed. ‘ To pledge ’ is ‘ to oflEer in proof of good faith.* 

1 

No. CVIII. I dreamed ihal as I wandered by the way 

Written in 1820. In the second stanza, as printed in the text 
and in all early editions of Shelley, a line is wanting between the 
first five and the last two. Apparently its omission is simply due 
to a mistake in copying. Br.. Garnett has recovered the line from 
the MS. : 

“ Like a child, half in tenderness and mirth—.” 

Metre. — On line 20 Mr Palgrave notes : “ Our language has 
perhaps no line modulated with more subtle sweetness.” This 
will seem a hard saying to an untrained ear. But just as the 
trained ear in music takes in more than one part at once, and 
recognises in their blending a higher music than can be given by 
a simple air, so it is with the appreciation of lines in which the 
sense-rhythm and the verse-rhythm are distinct and yet subtly 
harmonized. Here the verse-rhythm is 

“ And wird j ros6s j and i | vy ser | pentine,” 
but the sense-rhythm is 

“ And wild | r6ses | and i j vy ser | pentine.” 

So in xiiv. (see note) ; in cxv. 31 ; and in many lines of Paradise 
Lost. 

9. pied, variegated in colour, like the magpie, 

wind-flowers, the anemone nemcrosa : Gk. ‘ wdnd.’ 

10. Arctnri. “ Seemingly used for northern stars ” (F.T.P.). 

11. constellated flower, so called not simply as in itself starlike, 
but also as growing in clusters. 

that never sets. See note on o. 40, “ The daisy -star that 
never sets.” 

13.^ that tall flower. ‘ Its mother ’ is obviously the earth, and 
the heaven-collected tears ’ are of dew. We may compare 

Each flower has wept, and bow’d toward the East ” in Herrick s 
poem, Corinna's Maying {G.T. cxviu. 7). But it is perhaps 
impossible to identify the flower that was in Sheliey’s mind. He 
may have been thinking of Milton’s daffodils that “ fill their cups 
With tears ” (Lyetdas, 1. 150), but it would seem that he meant a 
teller flower, like the foxglove or the lily : Keats mentions lilies 
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mhfa dream of spring (cxL 49). Cp. also in SheUey’s 

Then the pi^ wind-flower and the tulip tall 
And narcissi, the fairest among them all, 

Who gaze on their eyes in the stream’s recess, 

-uil they die of their own dear loveliness 
And the wand-like lily which lifted up 
As a Maenad, its moonlight- coloured cup, 
lill the fiery star, which is its eye, 

Gazed through clear dew on the tender sky.’* 

16 . eglantine. Shelley does not mean, as he ought, th*^ void 
rose, for he mentions that in 1, 20. Probably, like Milton ^ h- 
means honeysuckle. See note on xxvr. 13 . ^ ^ 

“ LT C]). Shakespeare, TempesL in i 5? 

To^p'fh ^ looks.” Etymologically it seems 

to be the same word as ‘lusty ’and ‘luscioul’ ‘ 

This name appears to occur nowhere else in 

Lnghjth harries of Culkyated, Native, and Foreign Plants. N.E.IX 

passage, identifies ‘ cow- bind ’ with Bryonia dioica, 
y lute bryony, sometimes called ‘ white wild vine ’ and ‘ wild hoa’ 
So also Britton and Holland, Plant Names, Vol. in. p. 523 . 

• i“ hedges in snrin« is 

intemled-pcrhaps such ‘ white cups ’ as those of the blaikbe^c 
in blossom. 

20. serpentine, winding, as the motion of a serpent. 

2 y. flag-flowers. The wild scented iris with purple flower 
common in Devon and Dorset. ' 

prank d, decked. To jirank ’ meant ‘ to set out osienta- 
ticmsly : cp. tSpenser, Faerie Qneene, i. iv. “ Some prancke their 

niftcs : and others trimly dight Their gay attyre. ” 

26 . starry river-buds. AA e must remember the dream-liko 

character of the poem, and beware of too definite interpretiition. 

flowers as the marsh -marigold seem to be intended. 
Cp. Tennyson, May Queen ; 

Phc- honeysuckle rouiifl ti'-e porcli has woven it.s wavy bowers. 

And by the meadow-tronehos blow the faint sweet ciK’koo- 
flowers, 

And the wild marsh-marigold shines like fire in swamps Jind 
hollows gray. 

And I m to be Queen of the May, mother, I’m to be Queen of 
the May.” 

29 . moonlight. Is not the use of ‘ moonliglit ’ and ‘ light ’ in 
the same line such a blemish as Shelley would have cor»’ectod. or 
learnt to avoid, if he had lived longer ? 
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34. the same hues (and) the like array. Both snbstantivee are 
governed by ‘ kept,’ and the subject to that verb is ‘ these chil- 
dren of the Hours.’ The inversion is somewhat harsh. 

30. the Honrs, the Seasons. 

* 

CIX. In Xanadu did Kuhla Khan 

The story of the composition of Kttbla Khan must be told in 
( 'oleridge’s own words : 

“ In the summer of the year 1797, the Author, then in ill-health, 
had retired to a lonely farm-house between Porlock and Linton, on 
the Exmoor confines between Somerset and Devonshire. In con - 
.sequence of a slight indisposition, an anodyne had been prescribed, 
from the effects of which he fell asleep in his chair at the moment 
he was reading the following sentence, or w^ords of the same sub- 
stance, in Purchases Pilgriinage : ‘ Here the Khan Kubla com- 
manded a palace to be built, and a stately garden thereunto. And 
thus ten miles of fertile ground were inclosed with a wall.’ The 
Author continued for about three hours in a profound sleep, at least 
of the external senses, during which time he has the most vivid oon- 
fideiiee, that he could not have comjiosed less than from two to three 
hundred lines ; if that indeed can be called composition in which 
all the images rose up before him as things, wdtb a parallel produc- 
tion of the correspondent expressions, without any sensation or 
consciousness of effort. On awaking he appeared to himself to 
have a distinct recollection of the w'hole, and taking his pen, ink, 
and paper, instantly and eagerly wTote down the lines that are here 
preserved. At this moment he was unfortunately called out by a 
]>erson on business from Porlock, and detained by him above an 
hour, and on his return to his room, found, to his no small mortifi- 
cation, that though he still retained some vague and dim recollec- 
tion of the general purjiort of the vision, yet, with the exception of 
some eight or ten scattered lines and images, all the re-st had passed 
.'iway like the images on the surface of a stream into which a stone 
has been cast, but alas! without the after restoration of the latter! 
'. . . Yet from the still survivdng recollections in his mind, the 
AutJior has frequently purposed to finish for himself what had been 
originally, as it wnre, given to him. Ai^piov ddiov [To-morrow 
1 shall sing more sweetly], but the to-morrow is yet to come.” The 
Hoad to Xanadu, by John Livingston Lowes,. contains a remark- 
able analysis of this poem and the sources of its inspiration. 

Metre. — Irregular. After speaking of irregular ‘ Pindaric ’ 
Odes in English poetry, Mr. Theodore Watts-Dunton {Encyclo- 
paedia Britannica, Article on Poetry) proceeds to say: “Strange 
that it is not in an ode at all, but in this unique lyric, Kubla Khan, 
descriptive of imaginative landscape, that an English poet has at 
last conquered the crowning difficulty of writing in irregular 
metres. Having broken Jiway from ali restraints of couplet and 


260 


NOTES 


I lie exigencies of makeshift no less thin fall, scorning 

hm found, what everruThtl ? 

■^owgJit in vain, a music as entrancinir J^nglish odes has 

->e a» i„se™tab,e, a, the r^; 

fncompSg sixtenf i“lts of tStound 

are fertile meddoives, pleasant s^rines^d ™ ’ '’'herein 

sorts of beasts of chase and gaiL Snd^fn'f h streams, and all 
sumptuous house of pleasure ”P„tt m the middest thereof a 

1«2«. Bk. IV., eh. ^xii^ A m ^ZtVi^Tr> 
residence at Chanda Xandn nr i Kublai s summer* 

Bolo, Bk. I., ch. Ixi The ruinrs^ w’ ^ '''=*“1 Marco 

^’ofo, Vol. I. p. 294. t^oh Yule’s Marco 

Asiatic sovereigns’ the lolmder^f^fl'^'w famous of 

It w.as he who bSt a^i hh canll tJ ‘ c ■^P* i" Chiua 

capital the city known as Pekini^. 

decree, order to be built. ^ 

ance after™' undCTvroumHn?r"“ '’’‘appear, 

phenomenon in limestone countrv^ °Tu”"n are a common 
for several miles from the I 'to r^/ V f^rbe runs underground 
iarly, the Yorkshire Sinii. 

has its real source in aMa/hara Lake?^^^^^ Y rises in ]\Ialham Cove,' 

“ t£e d“‘“ ™ Bocc/we, 

p r,,. AXrporra, the down-rushing Acheron.” 

Sinuous, winding. Cn. “ Maeanrlpr Jq o *■ • t • 

Zri^turmSmof ’^Draytr’ ” sr'k"' 

d’uuous trace,’’ .Milton, ’/W&t, Bk. Va ® 

( 'oleridv'p ™Tr*'’h "“td seems not to occur before 

(-0 eridgc. It has been used by Mrs. Browning and othem m-n^ 

.ifforda^TterTtild'Safs. " * P''*™ 

®“hjucts always had a peculiar fascin i 

'<z ir «? vrirK 

(xxx). There is a striking ballad. The. Demon Tmvr 

19. momently, for a moment at a time. 



• 25. five Mr. Churton CoUins, quoting this Ime, says: 

** Coi^dge was, so far as I know, the first English poet who 
discovered the strange effect produced by a flash of prosaic 
definiteness of detail in the midst of vague and dreamy pomp.” 
Instances are common in later poets, notably Tennyson and 

Rossetti. 


30 “ Mighty solitudes are generally fear-haunted and fear- 

peopled The sea is often peopled, amidst its ravings, with 

what seem inn umerable human voices — such voices, or as ominous, 
as what were heard by Kubla Khan . . . ; oftentinaes laughter 
mixes from a distance (seeming to come also from distant times 
as well as distant places) with the uproar of waters.” De Quincey 
Autobiography, 1. 302 {1896 edition). 

33. measure, music. So Shelley in lxxx. 96, ‘‘ Better than 
all measures of delightful sound.” Cp. the use of ‘numbers’ 
for poetry (n. 20). 


36. pleasure-dome. This may have been suggested by Cowper s 
description of the Empress Catherine of Russia’s palace of ice, 
The Task, Bk. V. 


37. dulcimer, a stringed instrument, mentioned in the Author- 
ised Version (1611) of Daniel, iii. 10, with the ‘ cornet, flute, harp, 
sackbut, psaltery.’ The strings were struck with two hammers 
held in the hands. The word is said to be derived from the Lat. 
dulce melos, ‘ sweet song.’ 


41. Abora, Abba Yared, a mountain in Abyssinia, 14,918 ft. 
high. 

45. Music. As Amphion w'as fabled to have built the walls of 
Thebes to music. Cp. Tennyson, Gareth and Lyneite : 

“ For truly, as thou sayest, a Fairy King 
And Fairy Queens have built the city, son ; 

They came from out a sacred mountain-cleft 
Toward the sunrise, each with harp in hand. 

And built it to the music of their harps.” 


51. weave a circle, the magic circle, within which he would be 
held spell-bound. Thrice, the favourite number in magical rites : 
cp. Virgil, Ecologue, vm. 73-75 : 


Terna tibi haec primum triplici diversa colore 
Licia circumdo, terque haec altaria circum 
Effigiem duco ; numero deus impare gaudet. 


No. CX. Most sweet it is with iimiplifted eyes 

* 

Wordsworth has here achieved one of the most difficult 
triumphs ; he has expressed philosophy in terms of poetry. 
When it is said that Browning, for instance, was more of a philo- 
sopher than a poet, the criticism, whether just or unjust, implies 
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But iu this sonnet wSrorthh^'^" 

Sophy of poetry as it could not We he^n expressed his philo- 
words and the rhythm have a svmh^?“ expressed in prose :X 
poetry alone. ® symbolic power that Wgs to 

to produce pSj, and^indeS” to^ ^te^^ectual power 

value is a cimmo^n ZngSun\tZtt T S 

m Aubrey do Vere, Essays chieUv on Pnot ' quotations 

may recall, too, “ Keep thy heaH witWp'^H’ ‘ P* 
are the issues of life,” Proved, iv. 23?^ ^ ^^igeuce, for out of it 

No. CXI. Ever let tU Fancy roam 

is the influence S PPe ^ N^owhere in Keats 

traced in Campbell (xc^^ and aiso 

In those poems Milton gW us the vtrf‘ ^ ^ 

which he attributes to Shakesne native wood-notes wild ’ 

and with them the rich profusinS nf caught them, 

c ommand. P ^ imagery that was at Milton’s 

Autumn, not**to belongs to the personified 

that give, hen 

lo. clow. Here used correctly : see note on n. 28. 

which ma)-\e conn^^fed withl^n Northumbrian word, 

21. shoon, the old plural of shoe. 

is quoted in^H. fr’o^FSfcV&SMf I'eis!'’®” ’ “ “ 

51. Shaded, growing in the shade. 

nrnMr. ^ etymological sense of ‘ lean, thin ’ : Lat. 

‘ spectio-thto'’**Sxxm“ 27 \ ®^®®P* 

^^irgil, Aeneid, u 47 ^ 475 ! ‘ description of the snake in 

chSnut°™tte“n^| the^P; N^emomm, xi., ‘ Tbe 

73. doth. Eelative omitted as in vi. 4. 
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81. dnlcefc-eyed. Dulcet, swe^, is a Miltonic “ dulcet 

symphonies and voices sweet. Paradise Lost, i. 712. 

Ceres* daughter, Proserpine, carried off to the lower world by 
Pluto, the * (jrod of Torment. 

85 Hebe, daughter of Zeus and Hera, goddess of eternal youth 
—the handmaiden of the gods, for whom she pours out nectar. 

zone, girdle. 

«7 kirtle. a sort of gown or petticoat. The word is used by 
Chaucer. Skeat thinks it a diminutive of * skirt.’ 

89. mesh, properly used of a net, here applied to an entangling 
cord. 

90. leash, properly the ‘ lash ’ or ‘ line ’ by which a hawk or 
hound is held. 


91-2. Cp. in VAUegro ; 

“ Untwisting all the chains that tie 
The hidden soul of harmony ; ” 


and 

“ These delights if thou canst give. 
Mirth, with thee I mean to live.” 


No. CXII. 7 heard a thousand blended notes 

The strength and limitations of Wordsworth’s philosophy of 
Nature are both revealed in this sweet and simple poem. 
“Wordsworth’s claim,” says ^Ir. Joto Morley (Introduction to 
Wordsworth’s Poetical Works, p. Ixiii.), his special gift, his 
lasting contribution, lies in the extraordinary s t ren up ugii^a*. 
sincerity and insight with which he first idealises and gmrines 
the vast universe around us, and then makes of it, not a theatre 
on which men play their parts, but an animate presence, inter- 
mingling with our works, pouring its companionable spirit about 
us, and ‘ breathing grandeur upon the very humblest face ot 
human life.’ ” This feeling about Nature should be compared 
with Shelley’s Pantheism (c. 50-51, oi. 45-48, cxiv. 104-137) : the 
likeness and difference between the two feelings are the n^asime 
of the likeness and difference between the two poets. On the 
other hand, “ Wordsworth’s eyes avert their ken from half of 
human fate ” (Matthew Arnold) and from half of the fate of all 
animate things. Nature “ red in tooth and claw with rapme 
is a conception w hi ch is strange to Wordsworth but which the 
modem philosopher cannot ignore. Compare Tennyson, In 
Memoriam, cantos ltv .- lvi . 

3. sweet mood. Cp. iv. 1 7-20 and lxxx . 90, « Our sweetest 
songs are those that tell of saddest thousht.” 
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^’Xin, When Ruih me Left half deeole)e 

a?;rc 

into bewilderment, t^enrCc: 

y-ei/e '-'rtue ” (E. W. H. Myers, 

(iescribefi in w T? Nature s education of Lucv 

power, her ‘ breathinfr bnT^^’ knew something of Nature’s healino 

I. tiS7, .1 S’..TS,'S’S!*,f — >- -k. 

What Man has made of Man ” ^ P“m- 


Case,’ ‘ cask,’ ‘ casket,’ are 


20. casque, French, helmet 
( ognate words. 

22. Cherokees, one of the native tribes of North 4merica 

United States had secured their 

-C . lovely. tSee note on IV. 42. 

pU'.^ing- C])- “ But nightingales a full areat rout 

ifomanwto/tAe f?ose ■ “Thelustie 
Shopheard swayne, sate in a rout,” Spenset, Euen?G«eeL vt “ 

^ hi. magnolia, a tree bearing conspicuous and often Jarrrp 

S America*'’’ both in Asia 

(Eyione, “ And at their feet the crocus brake 

nieadol^'nffS^’J'f^'' Spaniards to the vast 

neaclows of the western and southern States of N. America. 

of nn s citation of this passage in his Confessions 

ni 3of) ^ {]\orks. Collected Edition of 1897, 

‘ Rudyard Kipling’s Me Andrew's Hymn, 

old JlSSTin hi?) : 

Ludite ; iam ^ox iungit equos, currumque sequuntur 
M atris lasctvo sidera fulva choro. 

Contrast the lesson of Nature in the Ode to Duty, 

XLV. 46-48. 
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19& caroused. More commonly intransitive as in Lvn. 4. 
But ep. Shakespeare, OtheUo, u. iii. 55, “ Roderigo . . . hath to-‘ 
night caroused potations pottle* deep. 

203. Cp- the exquisite lines in the Ancient Mariner : 

“A noise like of a hidden brook 
In the leafy month of June, 

That to the sleeping woods all night 
Singeth a quiet tune.’’ 

214. "Tone, a small river in Somerset, tributary of the Parret. 

217. engines of her pain, because of their influence on her 
lover’s temperament. 

256. funeral beU. Cp. Hamlet, v. i. 241, the burial of Ophelia. 
See note on lxxiv. 50. 


No. CXIV. Many a green isle needs must he 

•P 

Written October, 1818. The Euganean Hills are a small group 
of volcanic heights between Padua and Verona, which still pre- 
serve the name of an ancient Italian tribe, who, according .to'Livy, 
occupied the whole tract between the Alps and the sea till they 
were expelled by the Veheti. ** The leading idea of this beautiful 
description of a ^y’s landscape in Italy appears to be On the 
voyage of life are many moments of pleasure given by the sight 
of Nature, who has power to heal even the worldliness and the 

uncharity of man ” (F.T.P.). . i 

Mr. Palgrave has omitted two considerable passages in this 

poem — 39 lines -between 1. 26 and 1. 27, 143 lines between 1. 102 
and 1. 103. The poem undoubtedly gains ae a whole in impres- 
siveness by being shortened, but the first of the omitted portions 
contains some magnificent imagery which the lover of Shelley 
should on no account - lose. The second passage contains a 
prophecy of the future triumph of Liberty and a lament for the 
subjection to slavery of Venice and Padua. 

The wonderful expression here given to the atmospheric effects 
of the sunrise, noon, and sunset of the bright autumn day should 
be studied ; and with the description of noon the author’s Stanzas 
Written in Dejection (lxiii.) should be compared. We may com- 
pare also Wordsworth’s Ode composedon an evening of extraordinary 
splendour, and contrast the attitude of the two poets towards 
Nature. Wordsworth had taught Shelley to look to her for heal- 
ing. The traces of Wordsworthian influence are strong in Alastor. 
But Shelley abandoned himself to Nature — “ Make me thy lyre, 
ev’n as the forest is ” ; Wordsworth had learnt from her the 
lesson of self-restraint (Xlv. 41-48). 

Metre. — As in xcni., o. 
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^ 3 . riving^, splitting. So in itt “ i •4.1, 4.1 

'8- likethat sWn ^ riven.” 

be ..inking endlSy is a foSr'L*'”'!’'' «eet,s to 

editions of 'i he “r™”'’ ’f 

e ition.s doe.s not seem to have any ’authoritv.*''*"”* 

32« paean, here used in ifej ofn'^f r, 

addressed to ApoIJo, the Ln GoV ^ choral song. Trafate, 

Healing. ® ^'^un-God, who was also the God of 

,sta?ti4frv’toa?fofTntM,”^-^™'T§ suL- 

of by Dr. Johns'--” I was disapproved 

like Gray the ‘ honied ’ sprincr ’J-. ^ scJiolar 

has “ squadron’d an<vels ” which d^onhiy^^*^ ^ poets. Milton 
to Slndlev. " doubtless suggested “ legion’d ” 

o 

1f>e or,S ‘ Thi, i.s 

not, on of ■ venvrabl.., ’ being .spev-ial ira^lSVgrt 

for any rnimito obji'ct,' aiid'X'('cS|v”'^'’"r t but was used 

are p,.oeured ,4 •‘^rat ‘’t TS^nSonTr ''r 

the gram of .Sarr.a,’ Paradue Lo,L op .. .u'"®" P“''P''=i 

bShelloy follows Milton here. 

^^ 4 . islanded, with cities lying in it like islands. 

82 . reclined, re-sting, as in o.xn. 2. 

«r%e' mSv.''!;': 8. "''’‘■<'>*" '>rib’5 sonnet Ujnn 

off at the top*likr,a™t mkmW f^Pging pilfers, cut 

emoke from 'household pZ^oT ^ he'";ti::""""'‘’ 

74 . as, as, f. See note on xx.v. 19 . dome of gold, the .sun. 

suited at Delphi *^0 Greeks, whose oiaele they con- 

rmendS”ihi’'*tn Z “”® 'i'''!™"’ the O.T. TFr. Palgravc 

hut not girdled ; piZi '1 iirtjlr w'.h" ta?,r;:;rn„r‘ring;:i- 

about. Seen by noon from the Euganean heights, clothed as 
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with the veiy and visible glo^ of Italy, it might to Shel% 
a city girdled with the sunlight, as some >ereid with the axma^ 

the sun-god.” . ^ ^ 

77. See Wordsworth’s sonnet, XLVUi., and- introductory hote^ 

81 . watery bier. Milton, Lycidcw, 1. 12, “ He must not float 

m ^ 9 ■m. j rww - V 
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upon his watery bier { 0 . 1 ',, lxxxix.). 

82. drear. Sec note on xxvin. 1. 

84. slave of slaves, Napoleon. 

93. topples. Cp. Virpl, Aeneid, vi. 603, ^mo« 
tarn iaw lapmra rndentique j Imminet a-mmilis, 

101. masQne, dance of death. 

107. air-dU80lv6d star, a star dissolved int. 
meaning may beet be understood by a comparison of Lira. 13, 

- •' 1 4>Ua aKrf^mck i« Hov'YlincT 


^ T- i ^ '. ^ ■-- 










' i ff.- V' K-^- 


where he compares the waves breaking on the shore in dazzling 

“fir- — ” 


sunshine to 


light dissolved in star -showers. 

110. profound, adj. for subst., depth ; Lat. profundus. 

118. trellised. Trellis, the name given to cross-ban^ or 
lattice work, for supporting plants, is derived, through the French, 
fn>ni Lat. trilir, ‘ triple-twilled ’ {tri-liciam, ‘ a thread ’). 


120. dun. tjp. Lii. 22, “ war-clouds rolling dun.” 

122. the flower. See ci. 43, ” To the soft flower beneath our 
feet.” With Shelley’s mention of the flower as ‘ interpenetrated,' 
like the rest of Nature, with ” love, light, harmony, Odour, or the 
soul of all.” contrast Wordsworth’s simpler expression of his 
“ faith that every flower Enjoys the air it breathes ” (Gxn. 1 1 ) 
and the eoncludiog Lnes of his Ode (cxxxi. 203-4). 

124. olive-sandaird. “ Who that has seen Lombardy but 
must recognise the truth of that beautiful epithet ? ” (F. T. Pal- 
grave, Lundsc/ipo in Poetry, p. 227). 

130. darken’d. The tone of the earlier part of the poem, 
especially of the omitted lines, is in strong contrast to the bright- 
ness of the scene described. At the very outset (1. 2) life is spoken 
of as ‘* the deep, wide sea of misery.” 

134. the soul of all, Cp. c. 50-51, “ And all things seem only 
one In the uniwjrsal Sun,” and Adonais, st. liv. : 


“ That light whose smile kindles the Universe, 

That Beauty in which all things work and move. 
That nruiediction which the eclipsing Curse 
Of biii h can quench not, that sustaining Love 
Which, through the web of being blindly wove 
By man and beast and earth and air and sea, 
Burn.s bright or dim, as each are mirrors of 
11)0 fire for which all thirst, now beams on me, 
C'/Onsuming the last clouds of cold mortality.” 

O.V. XT. I 
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And with ‘ the mind which feeds this verse,’ cp. the apotheosw 
^f Keats in Adoii/xxSf st. xliii. : 

“He is a portion of the loveliness 
Wliich once he made more lovely : he doth be&r 
His part, while the one Spirit’s plastic stress 
Sweeps through the dull dense world, compelling there 
All new successions to the form they wear. 

Torturing th’ unwilling dross that checks its flight 
To its own likeness, as each mass may bear ; 

And bursting in its beauty and its might 

From trees and beasts and men into the Heaven’s light.” 

137. This is like the doctrine of the idealist philosophers that 
mind alone gives meaning, intelligibility, to the Universe of dead 
matter, which without mind can hardly be said even to exist. 

141. her and she in 143, the personified ‘ Autumn’s evening.’ 

162. win^ess bower. With this description cp. ‘ the island* 

' ilicm ■ in Tennyson’s Mortt d' Arthur ; 

^yhere falls not hail, or rain, or any snow, 

Nor ever wind blows loudly ; but it lies 
Deep-meadow’d, happy, fair with orchard-lawns 
And bowery hollows crown’d with summer sea ” ; 

and the ' vale in Ida ’ in Tennyson’s (Enone. Cp. also the song of 
CaJlicIes in Matthew Arnold, Empedocles on Etna : 

“ Far, far from here, 

The Adriatic breaks in a warm bay 
Among the green Illyrian hills ; and there 
The sunshine in the happy glens is fair, 

And by the sea, and in the brakes. 

The grass is cool, the sea-side air 
Buoyant and fresh, the mountain flowers 
More virginal. and sweet than ours.” 

172. Cp. E. A. Poe, Annabel Lee: “The angels, not half so 
happy in heaven, W^ent envying her and me.” 

182. soul, subject ; interval, object. 

184. /.e. and (b}^ the Love. 

185. circling, encircling, transitive. 

1 88. They, the Spirits ; it, the Paradise. 


No. (,'XV. 0 wild West Wind^ thou breath of Autumrds 

being 

Perhap.s the greatest of all Shelley’s lyrics. The verse sweeps 
along with the elemental rush of the wind it celebrates. Metaphor 
succeed.s to metaphor, and simile to simile, with wild rapidity; 



but, though at a first reading it is hardly p^ible to keep pace 
with the swift kaleidoscopic changes, there is none of the mzy 
indistinctness that is apt to mar the same poet’s less perfect work. 

He p«m»w« from magnificent xmion of himself with Nature and 
magnificent realisation of her storm and peace to equally great 
seif description, and then mingles all nature and all himseii to* 
gether, that he may sing of the restoration of mankind. There is 
no song in the whole of our literature more passionate, more 
penetrative, more full of the force by which the idea and its form 
are united into one creation ” (Stopford Brooke, Poems of SheUey, 
p. xvii.). 

“ This poem was conceived and chiefly written in a wood that 
skirts the Arno, near Florence, and on a day when that tem- 
pestuous wind, whose temperature is at once mild and animating, 
was collecting the vapours which pour down the autumnal rains. 
They began, as I foresaw, at sunset with a violent tempest of 
hail and rain, attended by that magnificent thunder and lightning 
j)e( uliar to the Cisalpine regions. 

“ The phenomenon alluded to at the conclusion of the third 
stanza is well known to naturalists. The vegetation at the 
bottom of the sea, of rivers, and of lakes, sympathises with that 
of the land in the change of seasons, and is consequently influenced 
by the winds which announce it ” (Shelley’s note). 

It is interesting to compare the first stanza of Coleridge’s Ode 
on France (“ Ye clouds that far above me float and pause ”) — a 
stanza that had probably not been without an influence upon 
Shelley. 

Metee. — The division of the poem into stanzas of 14 lines of 
5 iambic feet suggests the structure of sonnets. The chief differ- 
ence is that, Avhereas the normal English sonnet divides itself into 
two stanzas of 4 lines followed by two stanzas of 3 lines, the 
fourteen -line stanzas of this ode rather divide themselves into — 
and are sometimes printed as — four stanzas of 3 lines with a con- 
cluding couplet. 

A question arises about the scansion of 1. 31. Some editors 
print “ crystalline.” The use of the w’ord in cxrv. 64 shows that 
Shelley did not always pronounce it thus. The ordinary pro- 
nunciation gives a subtler music to the line, the scansion of which 
is to be e.xplainod like that of crai. 20. 

3( like ghosts. See note on vm. 12. Cp. The Sensitive Planit 
Part III. . 

“ And the leaves brown, yellow, and grey, and red. 

And white with the whiteness of what is dead. 

Like troops of ghosts on the dry wind past ; 

Their whistling noise made the birds aghast.” 

4. hectic. See note on xxxin. 13. 
rv. I 2 
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Bacchus adit's “No‘ by 

Oiwk,“-fy!Aor“'*^”®®'®’ “'® '"''”‘"®' Of ‘he word: 

crivon !h^^V Mat^^aSes, ‘ the frenzied ones ’ ; the name 

" Thcv watd il Dionysus or Bacchus. 

inok«^rn^ ^'y)ods and mountains, their flyinir 

to the hnlln*^ ?f Snakes, brandishing wands and torches, 

nf r; ^ dances, and insane cries and jubilation ” (Seyffert, Dkt. 

-'■.: and 

23. dirge.^ Shelley afterwards wrote a Dirge for the Year, 

bt ginning, Drphan hours, the year is dead.” 

26, A reminiscence of Hamlei, ii. ii. 311, “This most excellent 
' the air, look you, this brave o’erhangirig firmament, thi.s 

majestical roof fretted with golden fire, why, it appears no other 
hing to me than a foul and pestilent co7igregation of vapours'" 
Ihere is another echo of Hamlet in Shelley’s Ode to a Skylark, 

LXXX* ob. 

32. Baiae, on the coast of Campania, at the western end of the 
bay of Naples ; a favourite resort of the ancient Konians. 

pumice isle, formed by deposits of lava from Vesuvius. 
Baiae was destroyed by an eruption of this volcano. 

3o. Cp. Stanzas writteyi in JJejcchon near Naples, Lxni. 10 : *' [ 

see the deep’s untrampled floor With green and purple seaweeds 
strown. ” 


36. so sweet So in lxxx. o;j, “ faint with too much sweet.” 

39. oozy, moist. The word escapes the unpleasing associations 
of muddy ’ or ‘ slimy.’ It is a favourite word with Milton. Cp. 
Lycidas (G.T. lxxxix.), 1. 17o, “ With nectar pure his oozy locks 
he laves ; Ode on Nativity (G.T. nxxxv.'l, 1. 124, “ And bid the 
weltering waves their oozy channel keep.” 

40. Contrast with this description of the storm penetratin' 
to the depths of ocean, the picture of perfect peace in cr. .‘’C 
“ As still as in the silent deep the ocean-woods may be.” 

48. Cp, Coleridge’s regretful recollection of his boyhood in 
Youth and Age, cxxii. 9-17. 


<Y 

o 


54. Cp. Shelley’s Epipsychidhn, I pant, I sink, I tremble, 1 
expire ” ; also virr. 18. 

56. Cp. Tennyson, Tithomis : 

“ But thy strong Hours indignant work’d their wills, 

And b^t me down and marr’d and wasted me.” 


CXV—CXVI 

,-'■ -% ■ - " -■ - a^ 

: ■^.. = ■-'■- '■ ‘. -!t- 

.■ . 4* ' 

56. Ojk Shelley s description of himself in Adonais, st.’^ xoi.- 
xxxiii., especially the lines ; ■ , 

“ A paSrd-like Spirit beautiful and swift — 

A love in desolation masked — a Power J , 

Girt round with weakness — it can scarce uplift 
The weight of the superincumbent hour.” 

62. be thou me. Shelley has some good English authorities, 
and the analogy of the French CT esl moi^ on his side, in using this 
construction. The rhyming of * one ’ to * own ’ is a blemi^ in 
this line. 

64. quicken (A.S.), to make quick or alive, the original use of 
the word. 

65. So Shelley wrote of Dante : “ His very words are instinct 
with spirit, each is as a spark, a burning atom of inextinguishable 
thought ; and many yet lie covered in the ashes of their birth, and 
pi'egnant with the lightning which has yet found no conductor.” 

60. The finest expression of this prophetic mood in Shelley is 
the last chorus of HcllaSf “ The world’s great ago begins anew.” 
For the worth of Shelley’s prophecy see the suggestive remarks 
of F. W. H. Myers in Ward’s English Poets^ Vol. IV. p. 356. 
Mr. iStopford Brooke says, ‘‘ the cry is prophetic of that uncon- 
querable hope for mankind which, underlying the greater part of 
Shelley’s poetry, has made half its influence upon the world.” 


Xo. CXVI. 1 was thy mighhaur oivce^ thou rugged Pile 

Sir George Beaumont, of Coleorton Hall, Leicestershire, to 
whom this poem is addressed, was a friend of Wordsworth and 
Coleri(^e, much interested in art and literature and in landscape 
gardening. See Myers, Life of Wordstportk, p. 65, or the larger 
I'iography by Knight, ch. xxi. ; also Memorials of Coleorton : 
If’tters from Coleridge, Wordsworth and his sisicr, Southey and 
Scott, to Sir George and Lady Beaumont, edited by W. Knight 
(Edinburgh, 1887). 

The ‘ Peele Castle ’ of the picture^ — which still hangs or till 
lately hung at Coleorton — is not the famous castle in the Isle of 
.Mau, but a ruined keep on a small island close to the modem 
town of Barrow-in-Furaess, Lanca.shire. There are many ‘ Peels ’ 
in the border- country, the word ‘ peel ’ itself meaning * castle ’ 
or ‘ stronghold.’ The ‘ deep distress ’ mentioned in 1. 36 was 
caused by the death of Wordsworth’s sailor brother John, who 
was captain of the Abergavenny^ East Indiaman, wrecked off 
Portland, February 5, 1815, on the outward voyage to India and 
China. Wordsworth’s brother went down with his ship, ” dying 
as he had lived,” wrote the poet, “ in the very place and point 
where his duty stationed him ” (M5^ers, Life of Wordsioorth^ p, 69). 
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NOTES 


^nsciously or unconsciously, borrowed this line 
rom Wordsworth m his Evening : Pont a Mare, Pisa : 

Within the surface of the fleeting river 
The wrinkled image of the city lay, 

Immovably unquiet, and for ever 
It trembles, but it never fades away.” 

15-6. With this, perhaps the most perfect expression in terms 

of poetry of the function of poetry, compare Shelley’s lines in the 
next poem, cxvn. 


22. a chronicle of heavon, a jilace where life should seem always 
to helve been passed as peacefully and happily as in heaven. 

24. had, should have. 


26. Elysian. See note on rr. 11. 


34. Cp. Lines composed a few miles above Tintern Abbey : 

“ For I have learned 
To look on nature, not as in the hour 
Of thoughtless j'^outh ; but hearing oftentimes 
The still, sad music of humanity. 

Nor harsh nor grating, though of ample power 
To chasten and subdue.” 


The whole poem should be compared. 

36. Cp. Virgil, Aeneid, i. 462, Sunt lacrimae rerum et meutem 
Niortalia tangunt ; 630, IS on ignara mail miseris succurrere disco. 

47, labours, specially used of the action of a ship in a heavy 
s(*n, pitching and rolling. 

48. rueful, epithet applied to the sky by imaginative anticipa- 
tion, ‘ threatening to cause sorrow.’ 

pageantry of fear, magnificent spectacle that inspires terror. 

.72. trampling suggests the irresistible advance of a triumphant 
arniv, treading its enemies under foot. 

t’)4. kind, the human familv. ‘ Kind ’ is a derivative of ‘ kin.* 
This stanza might be taken as the motto of Tennyson’s Palace of 
Art. 


57. Cp. Homer, Odyssey, xx. 18, rerSadi dij, Kpadhi' sai Kcvrepov 
a\Xo ttot’ “ Endure, my heart, yet a worse thing hast thou 

endured ” — the line that is quoted with admiration by Plato in 
Republic, iii. 390. Cp. also A. H. Clough, In a London Square, 
“ And thou, 0 human heart of mine. Be still, refrain thyself, and 
wait. ’ ’ 

60. Cp. Wordsworth's Ode, cxxxi. 179-186. 
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No. CXVII. On a Poet’s lips I slept 

d 

In this lyric from the Prometheus U nbound. Act i. L 737, Shelley 
truislates into his own imaginative language the definition of the 
function of poetry which Wordsworth has given ns in the pre- 
ceding poem. Poetry is not mere imitation, /d/i’ijaii ; it is 
idealised imitation. The poet adds ‘ the gleam,* and it is ‘ the 
gleam ’ that makes the value of poetry. In Shelley ‘ the gleam ’ 
becomes an almost blinding luminousness that bathes the whole 
picture. “ In this radiation of many-coloured lights,” wrote 
J. A. Symonds in his Life of SheUey, “ the outline itself is apt to 
be a little misty. Shelley pierced through tilings to their spiritiml 
essence. The actual voorld vxjls less for him than that which lies 
within it and beyond it. ‘ I seek in what I see the manifestation 
of something beyond the present and tangible object.* *’ Mr. 
Symonds then quotes these lines, and adds : “ The bees are scarcely 
heeded. And yet who could have brought the bees, the lake, the 
eun, the bloom, more perfectly before us than that picture does ? ” 

On this poem and cxvi. Sir. F. T. Palgrave wrote : “ Each is 
the most complete expression of the innermost spirit of his art 
given by these great Poets— of that Idea which, as in the case of 
the true Painter (to quote the words of Reynolds) subsists only 
in the mind : The sight never beheld it, nor has the hand ex- 
pressed it : it is an idea residing in the breast of the artist, which 
he is always labouring to impart, and which he dies at last without 
imparting.” 


Metre. — Observe the exquisite blending of trochaic and iambic 
rh)rt.hms — the iambic lines checking the pace of the swift verse. 

2. love>adept, versed in love, s kill ed in its secrets. In mediaeval 
Latin adcptus, the participle of adipiscor, ‘ to attain,’ was used as 
a substantiv’e, and assumed by Alchemists who professed to have 
attained the great secret of their craft. 

9. ivy-bloom. Expressing a more delicate notion than ‘ blos- 
som,’ which is more commonly florescence bearing promise of 
fruit, while ‘ bloom ’ is florescence thought of as the culminating 
beauty of the plant {N.E.D.). Cp. Milt-on, Paradise Lost, v. 2.5, 
“ How the bee Sits on the bloom, extracting liquid sweet.” 


No. CXVIII. In this still place, remote from men 

This poem, along with Lxxxvn., xc., xct., xcvui., was a fruit 
of Wordsworth’s Scottish tour, 1803. 

The poems generally known as Ossian’s were composed in the 
eighteenth century by James Macpherson, who wTote them in 
English from the legends he had collected in a tour through the 
Highlands, and afterwards invented what he professed to he 
Gaelic originals. The Ossian or Oisin of tradition was a warrior- 
bard, son of Finn-na-Gael, commonly called Fingal, King of 
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NOTES 


Morven on ^.W. co{«st of Scotland, in the third century a.d 
i’ inn marned a ^daughter of Cormac, King of Ireland, and delivered 
that country when :t was invaded by the King of Denmark. 

MEKiR^The iambic couplet of eight syllables, used by Cole- 
ri(\gQ in Christabel j ^ 


13. complaining, full of melancholy sound, as of * the waves 

that moan about the world ’ or ‘ the wail of midnight winds ’ 
(lennyson, Demeter). 


No. CXIX. The world is too much with us ; late and soon 

Compare two other sonnets of Wordsworth, xlix. and L. 

4. sordid boon, a gift made from sordid motives. Boon (A.S. 
hi )i) is originally a prayer ; then, the answer to a prayer, a favour 

oX' iiift. 

C). will be howling, choose to howl. 

10. Pagan, heathen, from the sense which originally 

a countryman, peasant — acquired in ecclesiastical Latin. 

13. Proteus, an ‘ old man of the sea ’ in Greek mythology, who 
tended the seals which are the flocks of Amphitrite. He possessed 
the gift of prophecy and the power of assuming any shape he 
pleased ; hence the adjective ‘ protean.’ Cp. Homer, Odyssev. 
IV. 354-569 ; Virgil, Georgic iv. 387 et seq. 

14. Triton, son of Poseidon and Amphitrite. “ He is described 
.as living with them in a golden palace in the depths of the sea. 
He was represented as a man in his upper parts, terminating in 
;i dolphin’s tail ; his special attribute is a twisted sea-shell, on 
^\hich he blows, now violently, now gently, to raise or calm the 
))illows ” {Seyffert, Did, of Antiquities). 

wreathed, twisted. The phrase comes from Spenser, Colin 
( 'lout's come home again, “ Triton, blowing loud his -'WTeathed 


No. CXX. Tax not the royal Saint with vain expense 

The first of three sonnets vhieh Wordsworth WTote on the same 
subject : the other two will be found as Nos. xliv. and xlv. of the 
third series of Ecclesiastical Sonnets. In Book HI. of The Prdude 
lie thus describes his first sight of Cambridge : 

“ It was a dreary morning when the wheels 
Rolled over a wide plain o’erhung with clouds, 

And nothing cheered our way till first we saw 
The long- roofed chapel of King’s College lift 
Turrets and pinnacles in answering files, 

Extended high above a dusky grove.” 




CXX— CXXI 



1. tax* properly to assess, charge with a rate or fine ; so, to 
charge with a fault. Cp. Bacon's Henry F7/., “ These rumours 
begot scandal against the king, taxir^ him for a great taxer of 
bis people.” So Celia in As You Like It, i. ii. 90, ” Enough ! 
gp^k no more of him ; you’ll bd whipped for taxation one of th^e 
days,” and Jaques in the same play, n, vii. 86, Why then my 
taxing like a wild-goose flies.” 

royal Saint, Henry VI., who founded “ the King’s College 
of S. Nicholas in Cambridge ” in 1441. He founde<l Eton about 
the same time. 


4. Scholars. The colleges at Oxford and Cambridge were 
founded for ‘ a scanty band ’ of Fellows and Scholars only. 
Students who pay fees. Commoners, as they are called at Oxford, 
Pensioners at Cambridge, are a later accretion, and to this day 
are distinguished from ‘ members of the foundation.’ 

white-robed. It is the privilege of the Scholars to wear 
surplices at the chapel services ; Pensioners wear the ordinary 
academic black gown. 

8. the sense, the aesthetic sense, the power of enjoying beauty. 

9-10. An accurate description of the marvellously intricate 
roof of King’s College chapel. 

12. Cp. U Allegro {O.T. cxiiv.), “ In notes with many a wind- 
ing bout Of linked sweetness long drawn out,” and II Penseroso 
(O.T. c’XLv.), 161-166, “ There let the pealing organ blow,” etc. 


No. CXXI. Thou still unramshed bride of (piielness 

“ Every one knows the general story of the Italian Renaissance, 
or the Revival of Letters. From Petrarch’s day to our own that 
ancient world has renewed its youth : poets and artists, students 
and thinkers, have yielded themselves wholly to its fascination, 
and deeply penetrated its spirit. Yet perhaps no one more truly 
has vivifled, whilst idealizing, the picture of Greek country life in 
the fancied Golden Age, than Keats in these lovely (if somewhat 
unequally executed) stanzas : his quick imagination, by a kiiul 
of ‘ natural magic,’ more than supplying the scholarship whic'.ii 
his youth had no opportunity of gaining ” (F.T.P.). 

Mr. W. T. Arnold, after remarking that Keats had fed his 
love of Greek mythology not only upon Chapman’s Homer, the 
Aencid, and a classical dictionary, but also upon a study of the 
Elgin marbles, goes on to say that ” the Greek Vase which 
inspired Keats was no figment of his imagination, but had a real 
existence, and is now, it is said, under the arcade at the south 
front of Holland House.” It has been further suggested — by 
Mr. A. S. Murray in a letter to Mr. Arnold — that Keats obtained 

of this urn from Piranesi’s work (vol. xiii., pub- 
lished 1750), which gives an engraving of it. “A small throng 
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34. silkeii, smooth and glossy like silk. 


garland. In Greek and Roman sacrifices the victims Mere 
generally decked out with ribbons and wreaths. 

37. this. “ Its has been here plausibly but, perhaps, un- 
necessarily conjectured ” (F.T.P.). 

41. attitude properly means ‘ aptitude of position, posture 
adapted to a particular purpose.’ By ‘ fair attitude ’ Keats seems 
to mean that the shape of the um is gracefully adapted to its 
purpose. 

brede, a variant of ‘ braid,* used archaically by modern 
poets. Cp. Collins, Ode to Evening (G.T. clxxxvi.), “ cloudy 
skirts, with brede ethereal wove.” 

44. tease us out of thoughts Keats often writes as if human 
happineas coultl only be reached by escaping from thought — 
“ Where but to think is to be full of sorrow ” (lxxxiii. 27), “ the 
faery power Of unreflecting love (xxxvi. 12). Contrast Words- 
worth’s praise of “ the quietness of thought ” (xlv. 36), “ the 
philosophic mind ” (cxxxi. 186). 

cold, because the men, maidens and trees are not living, 
but only represented on the marble. * 

49-50. The whole of the last couplet is supposed to be spoken 
by the um. Perhaps it would be unfair to make Keats responsible 
for the doctrine : but it is well to remember that, in this world 
at least, the identity of truth and beauty is not by any means 
complete. Browning’s couplet : 

“ 0 world, cts Ood has made it, all is Beauty, 

And knowing this is Love, and Love is Duty ! ” — 

is less open to exception. Or we may recall Tennyson’s lines in 
the prologue to The Palace, of Art : 

That Beauty, Good, and Knowledge are three Sisters 
That doat upon each other, friends to man. 

Living together under the same roof. 

And never can be sunder’d without tears.” 


L 




CXXII. Verse, a breeze ’mid blossoms straying 


^e Golden Treasury appropriately ends — except for the ex- 
quisite little epilofme, cxxxri. — wdth a series of poems dealing with 
human life, especially with reflections suggested by the passing 
away of youth. Wordsworth’s great ode, teaching us to find 
8 rength in what remains behind ’ and ‘ in the faith that looks 

rough death, makes a grand climax. See also the earlier crroii]) 
of jxiems on ago and youth, LVT.-T-XTr. 

n.T, IV. 



NOTES 

Zi “aoirfpotd '7 ‘7* 

and 1832. ^ various dates between 1823 

.‘<hak(.7?^re“!nd“o\hef\S^^^ leam from Chancer and 

li^crrfr^h ‘ ‘o /-‘'Vhe 

7,r taboT apd\T :noran7“""™‘“ 


a. V, a^ainj-tn- ixmio tijc iVlav ’ ; thcv snolfP nf fKra 

(•.\ jtodition as eoinf ;i,-.M-iviMfr • ” m u bpoKe oi tne 

]>. oC.a Op. Herrick’s ('(yriuua's Mayinq,aT cx viri^ 

(»1 on "S ''T al'ef verbf 

^''vnt an hunting,” “ He fell on sleeping.” 

14. Shelley, Ode to the WeA Wind, cxv. 48. 
nr,ef;v''rn T'“ r®;- tlie first reference in English 

^.'TlK^Kivcr Clvdc 1, Y7 '" >*'2 plied 

. mcr,ea„ ™,.,neor, had in 1807 Lilt a stearr ^^hed 7o X 

^'-.od hich plied on the M udson Hirer. Poetry is not aenenUv 

il"tlnt '^leh'oih"'”^ 'f “''T inventions. The reason 

of both the o If" prosaic associations in the mind 

f-se Ik Th^r f is ^^ot easy to 

heloie Mr. Kiplmg. Hut A. H. Clough has a fine couplet in th'e 
sudden stoppage of an Atlantic .steamer : ^ 

Wild in while \ ;ip(nir fleu' awa}'’ the force*, 

And self-aiTo.sted was the eager course.” 

It, the thought ^ that tJiou art gone.’ fond conceit, foolisli 
<h‘a. nnagmation. Op. Ji PvnHeroso, 6 {G.T. c.xlv.), “And 

, oac/f.*. /oad with pudy shajies possess.” Fond i.s still used in 
t Ik* sense of foolish ’ in the Nortli of England. 

•hi. masker, masquerader, one tJiat wears a mask, and acts a 

p;n1. 

■U. slips, strips. Oj). .llatthow Arnold, Thyms, “ The eheek 
grov, n thin, the brown hair .sjireiit with grev.”' 

, .^P- Pi^dure in ‘The Seven Ages of ftlan ’ 

Of • I he lean and slipper'd pantaloon,” with “ His youthful ho.se, 

/'//. a world too wide for his shrunk shank ” ; A.y Yon 

L'tkc It, n. vii. 158. In Coleridge's case the change was in an 
oppos-itc' direction. Mr IngJis l^algrave writes to me: “My 
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mother, to whom (Coleridge repeated this poem, I believe, before 
its poblication, explained the * alter’d size * as referring to the 
stoutness which, in his case, accompanied the * drooping gait ’ of 
old age.” 

39-40. Both comparisons are frequent in the poets. For the 
‘ gems,* cp. Scott in Lxxvm. 12, “ Diamonds on the brake are 
Ldeaming,” Herrick in G.T. CXL., “ Or as the pearls of morning’s 
flew.” For the ‘ tears,’ cp. Campbell in xxiv. 6 , “ tears of 
twilight,” and Moore in xxxvni. 1, “ When stars are weeping.” 


48. while, substantive. Though now chiefly used as an 
adverb, while (A.S. hwil) is originally a substantive, meaning 
“ hour,’ ‘ time.’ 

49. without, i.e. without receiving a smile for his pains. 



No. CXXIII. We, walk’d alorujy while bright and red 


If the simplicity of the two poems that follow needs any defence, 
what was said above in the 'ntroductory note to Lucy Gray (xix.) 
liiay be taken as applicable here also. To appreciate them fully 
some experience of life is needed. A young reader can enjoy the 
vivid truthfulness of the pictures, the very freslmess of an April 
morning, the very sunshine of a summer’s noon, reproduced in 
words : but only older readers can altogether understand the 
concentrated and moving pathos of the two couplets : 

“ I looked at her and look’d again : 

And did not wish her mine ! ” 


“ And many love me ; but by none 
Am I enough beloved.” 

From Wordsworth’s own note we learn that these two poems, 
b«3th written in 1799, are not literal transcripts of biographical 
facts. “ Like the Wanderer in The Excursion,^' he says, “ this 
Schoolmaster was made up of several, both of his class and men 
of other occupations. I do not ask pardon for what there is of 
untruth in such verses, considered strictly as matters of fact. It 
is enough if, being true and consistent in spirit, they move and 
teach in a manner not unworthy of a Poet’s calling.” 

10. steaming from rapid evaporation caused by the hot sun. 
Cp. Tennyson, In Memoriamy Ixxxv,, “Summer on the steamins 
floods.” 


20. sued, followed ; from Lat. sequor through Fr. suivre. 

60. wilding, a wild or ‘ crab ’ apple. Cp. Spenser, Faerie Queene, 
ni. vii., “ Oft from the forest wildings he did bring. Whose sides 
empurpled were with smiling red,” 
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-N o. CXXI V. We talk’d with open heart, and tongue 

^n,e of these are refen-ed to i„ WoUstrtff 

't"o «otes to to 

catch, a song the parts of which are ‘ caught up ’ bv different 
voices. Cp Twelfth Xif/ht, n. iii, «), “ Shallwe rous7the S 
vd m a catch that will draw three souls out of one weaver v’’ 
Icohnically the catch was a round that required thrjrOT more 

u"'‘the temi Sm''?’ f f ««'«• Wordswortli seems to 
^ the term loosely for a snatch of humorous song. 

2\-i. Cp. “ For men may come and men may go. But T so on 
lor ever, the refrain of the song in Tennyson’s BrooL ^ 

do. Cp. the concluding lines of lx., “ 0 Man ! that from thv 
laii and shining youth Ag(i might but take the things Youth 
needed not ; and lines 170-186 of the Ode, cxxxi. 

Vrli’LV* of these verses may be heard often in Matthew 

.^ynold s poetry. Cp. especially Lme^ written in Kendnglon 
(>ardcn.s, Dependence, A ^Summer Xight. 

69. Leonard’s rock. Is this a reference to the poem of The 

Brothers if so Wordsworth seems to have forgotten that it 

was not Leonard but James who lost his life by a fall from tlie 
I ilhir Bock. 


No* CXX\ . 3 lie iiioTC wc 1.1 VP ^ iiiOTP hvicj' cippcdp 

Cp.]VIatthe\v Arnold 8 poem. The Future^ “A warjdorer is man 
frf)m his lartli, in which the life of the race— not, as here, the 
no of the individual is compared to the course of a river. 

^ verses, Tho Stream oj Lifey present a closer 

paralleL 


No. CXX\ L / OUT seasons fill the measure of the year 

Another hii^hl\ Shakospoarean sonnet by Keats i see introduc- 
tory note to XXXVI, Kesides the obvious parallel of ^ The Seven 
Man in As Jou Like It, ii. vii., “ we may compare such 
of Shakespeare s sonnets as dw ell on the passinj^ of the seasons of 

ct like a winter hath my absence been” (xcvii., 
XV.), To me., fair friend, you never can be old ” (ci\\, G/F* 
xviin), “ That time of year thou mayst in me behold ” (Jxxiii., 
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Q.T. xxxvm.)* 1310 liiythm, too, of the concluding couplet seems 
the very echo or the lines that end sonnet IxxxviL {Q,T. xm.) : 

Thus have 1 had thee, as a dream doth flatter. 

In sleep a king, but waking no such matter/’ 

6. honey’d. See note on “ legion’d,” cxiv. 33. 

13. misfestore. This form seems to have been coined by Keajts. 

r 

No. CXXVII. Rough wind that moanest loud 


A fine example of what Ruskin named * the pathetic fallacy ’ 
{Modern PainierSt Vol. III., Pt. iv. ch. 12) — the attribution to 
Nature of sympathy with the feelings of the poet or of the char- 
acters he describes. Besides this fragment, Shelley wrote a 
longer and very beautiful Dirge for the P ear. Cp. also Tennyson, 
In Memorianit xv., “ To-night the winds begin to rise,” and 
Lxxn., ” Risest thou thus, dim dawn, again.” Contrast Scott’s 
attitude towards Nature, as illustrated by xxm., civ. 

4. knells, with thunder. 


6. stain. Mr. W. M. Rossetti and Mr. Buxton Forman agree 
that Shelley probably intended to write strainy as all the other 
lines in the stanza describe sound ; but in the absence of authority 
they have rightly refrained from altering the word in their texts, 
aclmow'ledging that stain is not meaningless, and may after all be 
what Shelley wished to say. 


No. CXXVIII. 0 WorU I 0 Life ! 0 Time ! 

Written in 1821. Compare another fragment of Shelley, belong- 
ing to the same year, “ Unfathomable Sea ! whose waves are 
years.” Threnos, the title given by Mr. Palgrave to “ 0 World ! 
0 Life ! 0 Time ! ” is the Greek word for ‘ dirge.’ 

8. This line, as printed, contains four feet ; the corresponding 
line in the first stanza has five. Mr. Rossetti proposed to inseri 
‘ autumn ’ after ‘ summer.’ But the music of the line is perfect 
as it stands, and probably few readers are conscious that there is 
any irregularity. 

10. See note on xv. 42. 


No. CXXIX. There^s not a nook within this solemn Pass 

In striking contrast with the despairing tone of the two pre- 
ceding poems is the spirit of acquiescence in the law of mortality 
breathed by the three Wordsworth poems that follow. 

1. The Trosachs are a mountain pass in Perthshire between 
Loch Achray and Loch Katrine. The fame of their sombre 
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wiobrated them 0/ (feS ^“*4 

»>• C^. Keats in cxxvi. 

4. Cp. XC. 4-5 Psnhn f>\\i i r r . , 

Cp. c VI., where Smooth fiddt h ^ 

used as charms to bring sleep. " ^ Wordsworth 

^asi^n among the trees 

Grey birch 

Maud Ti“ autumnal tint of its leaves C\, 

a,t’^’ 2°“ »f the ruin'd woodland; drL S’™e 

brm.it Bu(fer/y ''^“^"'orth’s poem on The m. 

Art thou the bird whom man loves best 
The pious bird with the scarlet brl^t" 

Our httle English Robin ; 

doors 

When Autumn winds are sobbintr? ’> 

* 

w ^ behold 

ntten at Town-end, Grasmere, 1802. 

the most b<»uH'fuUnViinpres«T\To/ntf^ 't^’t amony 

because of the reliWom "atural phenomena, but also 

in his childhood , ’SeSTl 2 T 7 . the poet 

t hJ' current 'of t Vo verVthaM^ f “ 7 P>«tely passed into 

,)aradox it must hace t difficult to realize what a 

readers. De Ouinoev onon^ ^^ords worth’s fii’st 

hiographj, (ch. iv., Infant Litera*tu?e)*by Vofinrthl r*” 

;xt ti‘ ti^rrs a'r “ "otToi “0 

in the maturest nrhOf T i ' Perceived, that whatsoever is seen 

0. natural piety. Such reverent affection n<s !« fr>n k bi c-i i 

Cuckoi) Piljurih^?’ ‘^de, 1. 13.5, and Ixxxii., To the. 

due to parent^ no iere ttn^rrere 

Sft po-fr^^Wo^d* "^rtV I’“'y ’ f®r ‘ natural affertiom’ 

pOsSibly Wordsworth means reverent affection for Nature.’ 



No. CXXXI. There was a time when meadow^ gr^j and 

stream 

• The best introduction to this ode is in WoKisworth’s own 
vords : 

“ This was composed during my residence at Town-End, 
Grasmere. Two years at least passed between the writing of the 
lir«t four stanzas [1803] and the remaining part [1806]. To the 
attentive and competent reader the whole sufficiently explains 
itself, but there may be no harm in adverting here to particular 
feelin<^ or experiences of my own mind on which the structure 
of the poem partly rests. Nothing was more difficult for me in 
childhood Uian to admit the notion of death as a state applicable 
to my own being. I have said elsewhere ; 

‘ A simple child 
That lightly draws its breath. 

And feels its life in every limb, 

What should it know of death T * 

[It is said that this, the first stanza of We are Seven, was com- 
posed by Coleridge.] 

“ But it was not so much from the source of animal vivacity that 
my difficulty came, as from a sense of the indomitableness of the 
spirit within me. I used to brood over the stories of Enoch and 
Elijah, and almost persuade myself that, whatever might become 
of others, I should be translated in something of the same way to 
heaven. With a feeling congenial to this, I was often unable to 
think of external things as having external existence, and T 
(‘omrauned with all that I saw as something not apart from, but 
inherent in, my oivn immaterial nature. Many times while going 
to school have I grasped at a wall or tree ^:o recall myself from this 
abyss of idealism to the reality. At that time I was afraid of 
such processes. In later periods of life I have deplored, as we 
have all reason to do, a subjugation of an opposite character, and 
have rejoiced over the remembrances, as is expressed in the lines 
■ Obstinate questionings,’ etc. To that dream-like vividness and 
splendour which invests objects of sight in childho od, evOTyone, 
I believe, if he would look back, could bear testimony, and I need 
not dwell upon it here ; but having in the poem regarded it as 
a presumptive evidence of a prior state of existence, I think it 
right to protest against a conclusion, which has given pain to 
rome good and pious persons, that I meant to inculcate such a 
belief. It is far too shadowy a notion to be recommended to 
faith as more than an element in our instincts of immortality. 
But let ns bear in mind that, though the idea is not advanced in 
Revelation, there is nothing there to contradict it, and the Pall 
of Man presents an analogj’^ in its favour. Aceordinely, a pre- 
existent state has entered into the popular creeds of many nations. 
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® an ing^ieKTSfc'Jfhilnsoph^ literature is known 

"-Se. “too ‘htrot U 'th?s1 " -&tott‘t* 

? HavinftTwtK™*? W* ‘ke 


Tf " . A couid as a poet. ” purpose 

previous state of existence WotXwS “ 

faith. ’ It was held by thM'neli r^u r P?®/*'’ "«* a religion's 
whose poem. The XeJeal (“ Haint H™" Vaughan, 

.-hined in my Angel infancy,'’ (/r^ xcviii iTn^ fr'lf’ ^ 

Otle depends, however? litTfe raT?!??.™'™*."' 

'loetrine. Its great value l e^ u • ’ “.P°°.tli<’ truth of this 
glamour of poetry that it easts '“aginative be.auty, in the 
nature ; .a,Xn the p?L's n?? eiTe '"’™“ ‘^e life of 

A (Wtain sense of disannoinfinrivif . ^ experience. 

evitably with experience of life • in disiilusion does come in- 

we seem to be master^of of youth and strength 

the Jesson of our own mortalitv j>n i f +k ^ have to leam 

iove : mortality and of the mortality of all that we 

Then, when the wind begins among the A ines 

‘ Hem [?Thr i”"’- "'^‘.®hall it say lut tl.is ? ' ’ 

‘ ohange beginning, here the iinc.s 

‘ Ti V beauty, .set to bliss 

Iii6 liiDit time assiti^ns,’ 

“ N^hing can be as it Jias been before • 

Better, so call it, only not the same, 
dmw one beauty into our heart’s core 
nd keep it changeless ! such our claim • 
answered,— Never more ! ” 

(B. Browning, Jam&s Lf’e’.y Jfi/a.) 

the r .cc'’ I'aa autli him the common experience of 

the r.« t_an experience expressed also by Shelley (a.s ircxxviii.). 



Byron (lix.)» Keats (xxvin.). The special form that the 'dis< 

\ enchantment took for Wordsworth can only have been shared by 
the few who have shared also his childhood’s passionate love for 
Nature. Here Buskin’s experience was, as might be expected, 
the same as Wordsworth’s — see Modern PainterSf Vol. HI., Pt. iv., 
ch. 17 : “In such journeyings, whenever they brought me near 
bHls, and in all mountain ground and scenery, I had a pleasure, 
as early as I can remember, and continuing till I was eighteen or 
twenty, infinitely greater than any which has been since possible 
to me in anything ; comparable for intensity only to the joy of a 
lover in being near a noble and kind mistress, but no more ex- 
plicable or definable than that feeling of love itself.” The unique 
value of Wordsworth’s Ode lies in the fact that whilst it touches us 
all by appealing to the universal experience of disillusion — 
though under a special aspect^ — it also helps us to combat the 
feeling and find “ strength in what remains behind.” It is be- 
cause the Ode responds so finely to the cry of the human heart- for 
consolation and inspiration that its lines are more often quoted 
and remembered than those of any other modem poem. 

Metre. — Like the Odes of Cowley and Dryden and like Tenny- 
son’s Ode on the Death of the Duke of Wellington^ this Ode is written 
in an irregular metre. Campbell’s Ode to Winter (xevn.) is differ- 
ent, the stanzas exactly corresponding to each other. In the 
present Ode the movement of the verse is intended to vary with 
the varying emotion ; hence tho abrupt transitions to shorter 
lines, to anapaestic feet, to trochaic endings. “ Parts of the Ode, ’ 
Mr. Aubrey de ^^ere has said, “ are familiar even to roughness. 
That roughness was intentional, and was . not mitigated in the 
later editions. It was needed. Without such passages the senti- 
ment of this Ode would have lacked its passionate impulse, and 
its doctrine would have been frozen into a scholastic theory ” 
{Essays, Vol. I. p. 258). 

10. the rainbow. Cp. exxx. 

13. bare of cloud. Imitated by Shelley in i.xxx. 28. 

14. For Wordsworth’s delight in ‘ waters on a starry night,’ 
cp. cvi. 4 and the passage quoted in the notes on that poem. 

16. sunshine. Cp. Lxxxrv., Upon Westminster Bridge. 

21. tabor, a small drum, played with one stick. A Proven9al 
word, the modern French tambour. The root is that of the Greek 
Tijir-Tw, to beat. ‘ Timbrel ’ (cxxi. 10) is a cognate form. The 
unexpected introduction of the ‘ tabor ’ — as of the ‘ dulcimer ’ in 
Kubla Khan (cix. 37) — is a romantic touch, an importation of 
something ‘ rich and strange ’ into the homely pastoral context. 

25. cataracts. “ The Ghills and Forces and Falls of his loved 
Lake country ” (Prof. J. W. Hales). 
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echoes. Cp. Adanais, st. xv •+ -i 

voiceless mountains,” a line which 

lyintaphium Bionis. But the ‘ eohcS fn 

scm^nds of Nature, not the sou!so?W^^ Wordsworth are the 

i(‘posefuj! sfuniher^ing^w^^^ explains as “ the yec 

i.nid is still, as it were re^tin^^” \ T ? morning, and the 

The green held sleeps in the «uii ” 

M orth that begins “ Tlie cofl- 1 * . « . ^ ^ poeni of Words- 

however, to give ‘‘ the fields of slef'n'”^^^* ' possible. 

The soft Sprfng wintcorfromZ warrSon^Z': 

.ng I,nes of a • Ballade ' by Mr And.Z Ung^ 

“ The soft wind from the south land sped 
He set his strength to blow ^ ’ 

O’er forests where Adonis bled 
And JiJy flowons a^rovr. '' 

and hi'ing‘with*thee^jZTi,d*yortld^^^^^ “““’ 

May* Cp* Cotiii fui s Muyiug^ cxviii. 

l.t'Tbe Silver 'j ee “»«<1 

1 ‘ ■'‘g® poets ; then, a season of great reioicine- The 

word may have ]fs literal sense here. c rejoicin,. j t,e 

haminS™”**’ 

f iir''l Sr nnf ST’ ^ “ gJioo'lentlv 

1*1115 1 not feel, hoM* beautiful they are ! ’’ 

49. leaps up. Cp. exxx. 1. 

h( pew<scr, the thought-hower, tiie 

ut . for thoughts. bhelJcy may have been thinking of this line 
u lien he wrote ci. 43, “ the soft flower beneath our feet.” 

o9. Closely akin to the belief here avowed is the doctrine of the 

lunsraigration ^ souls, held by IVthagoras and adojited bv Plato 
in the myth of Er, RejmbJic, Bk. x. ’ i , i aio 

().>. Mr. Aul>rey de Vere cpiotes “an opinion entertained by 
some theologians— VIZ. tliai each human soul not only see.s its 
•hidp immediately after death, but saw its Creator also, for one 
hnef moment, at the instant of its creation.” 

b/. prison-house. Another Platonic touch. Cp. Phaedo, 62, 
tind Republic, vir, 514.r>17. But whilst Wordsworth takes the 

from Plato, his use of the simile is different, 
(rhildhood IS not, in Plato's view, outside the prison. The human 
child IS born into the prison of ‘ sen.se, the erroneous impressions 
he receives from external objects and from other men, and can 




\ 

onlv 66dftpe through the study of phOoBophy, dialectio. So, too, 
the* ‘ reminiscence ^ in Plato is not something that is more active 
in chiidho^ than in manhood, it is purely latent in the boy and 
needs to be drawn oul by education. There is nothing in Plato 
like the intimacy with a particular tree or flower which Words- 
worth speaks of as enjoyed in childhood and lost in later years. 

71. farther. Cp. Hood in lxi., last stanza. 

85. The child that Wordsworth had in his mind in writing this 
stanza was Hartley Coleridge. Cp. his lines, To H, C,, six ymn 
(Jdt and see introductory note to xi. 

Prof. Halra contrasts Pope’s Essay on Man, n. 275-282. 

“ Behold the child, by Nature’s kindly law, 

Pleas’d with a rattle, tickled with a straw ; 

Some livelier playtliing gives his youth delight, 

A little louder, but as empty quite ; 

Scarfs, garters, gold, amuse his riper stage. 

And beads and prayer-books are the toys of age ; 

Pleas’d with this bauble still, as that before. 

Till tir’d he sleeps, and Life’s poor play is o’er.’* 

In all which Pope was perhaps merely expanding, after his 
manner, the fine concluding sentence of Sir W. Temple’s Essay 
on Poetry : “ When all is done, human life is at the greatest and 
the best but like a froward child that must be played with and 
humoured a little to keep it quiet till it falls asleep, and then the 
care is over.” 

86. pigmy. Gr. virynaios, of the length of a Triryfi-fi, the distance 
from the elbow to the knuckles. For the ‘ pygmies,’ the nation 
of dwarfs whom classical legend placed in India or Aethiopia, see 
Iliad, m. el. 

88. fretted, chafing at the continual interruption. Cp. the 
intransitive use of ‘ fret ’ in 1. 192. 

89. An imaginative expression for the father’s pride in the 
son as revealed in the father’s eve. In such a line Wordsworth 
forgets his dislike of poetic diction to magnificent purpose. 

103. 'humorous stage.’ Stage on which are exhibited the 
humours of mankind, that is, according to the Elizabethan usage, 
their whims, follies, caprices, odd manners. For this Elizabethan 
sense of the word see Shakespeare, Merry Wives of Wind8(yr, Ben 
Jenson’s Every Man in his Humour, etc. See Nares. In its 
modem acceptation, humour, confined rather to words, implies 
a conscious, deliberate whimsicality, a sense on the part of the 
actor of the ridiculousness of what he does, an intentional and 
well-appreciated incongruity ” (Prof. Halos). 

104. persons, characters re])resented on a stage. Lat. personvt . 
'-’p. the speech of Jaques in As You Like It, n. vii. 
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107. imitatioii. Cp. Aristotle, Poetic 144.S » a j 

Toh dvdpwTTOLs tV TaLdbJv yd-p P-ifinaSai 

man from cliildhood.” ^ ’ ^^^tation is natural to 

and for fo' Wordsworth’., poetry 

llle extravug, moo of this ston^a\seraefyZ'hb 

••.ddreSrKr < oi‘’rnlge s oyrn child whom Wortlsworth L 

o 

custom. CJ). v6pos irdvTuiv ftmiKevs, “Custom is lorl nt 
a sa 3 ,ing of iiridar quoted by Herodotus, iii. :}S. 

139. not, i.e. ‘ not only ’ or ‘ not now.’ 

141. obstinate Questionings. Sec Wordsu nrfii- ■ ^ 

quoted above. v> oroswoitJi & own note 

I4.i. fallings from ns, vanishings, “ fits of utter dreaminess end 
alrstractmn, when nothing material seems solid, but everrtldn, 

mere mist and shadow ” t Prof r*,. T t e\(.r\ thing 

v* 'oj. iiaie.s;. Cp. lennj^son, /'*r?«.ces6‘ : 

Myself had weird sfdzures. Heaven knows what • 

On a sudden m the midst of men and dav, 

;^d while 1 walk’d and talk'd a.s heretofore, 

A move among a world of ghosts 

And feel myself tlu‘ .shadow of a dream.” 

Arthur’s speech at the end of The Holy Grail 
e weird seizuresS, a.s w(‘ learn from tlu' bio<fraphv were an 
experience of Tennyson'.s own youth. " ^ ‘ ’ 

iVibie ' ^^ary weight Of all this unintel- 

tg bk A Olid, V\ ordsworth s Zi7ies composed a few miles above 

I intern Abbey. The whole of that poem should be road carefullv 
in connection w ith this ode. 

154. moments, 7.6. only moments. Cp. Wordsworth’s Ode on 
the 1 ower of Sound O tSiIence ! are man’s noisy years No more 
than moments of thv life ‘ 

( 4j(S* 8b9) ^ Sophocles 

Kpymi re iroTafioi oUe, eal ra TpwtVd 

TTfSttt TTpotJo.vo&j <ji) Tpod>ys epol 

“ Ye springs and rivers, and ye plains of Trov, ve that have 
nursed my life, farewell.” ' " 

189. heart of hearts. Cp. Hamlet, iii. ii. 78, “ I will wear him 
in my ii6firt s core, ciy, iii niy heurt of heart (singular). 

192. ^ Keats in xxyrrr. 14, “ They stay their crystal 

fretting, Horace, OdBSy ii. iii. 11, Quid obliguo laborat Lympha 
\ugax trepidare rivo ? 







-I . 

A '.3/ -«-3' 






'CXXXl 


--Jtc 



* 





’y^ 

-:i>x3i-;.‘,?3;-ir.. T ;l 

J3. Cp.^Shelley , ^ , 

Cp^ CXVLt Nature and the Pody especially lum 

sod. 


i L 






■■ .^=Sr- 


m 


203. See some of these thoughts in xlv., lx., cxil^^^^ 

“ The close of this sublime ode restores to the reader’s n^d 
that repose which is needful after the soarings and the sinkinp 
of the strain. The elegy ends in a hymn of praise ; the ^trange- 
raent in reconciliation ; for Nature, besides her divine glea^, so 
seldom revealed, has her human side, and that alone might well 
suffice for ‘the brief parenthesis of mortal life. Its tranqml 
crladness is intensified by the pathos which loss alone can confer, 
lo those who are still inmates of ‘ this valley of e^e it is not 
transport but consolation that Nature brings and should bring 
(Aubrey de Vere. Basaye chiefiy on Poetry y VoL I. p. 256), 
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appendix 

, metre 

ntroauttory ^ '’"""d at tie end of ih 

ifywicnl ““'^-rtytinris'^o: Xf: 

« ^}^-ylark (lxxx ) Ihn 1 ^fu of Shellev^ 

'iceoDt fr..ijf! on ‘ blithe ’ +i , ^ ^'ithe Spirit ” th^ o ^ 

<'Viij ''IV ’ tho '^^*P-'^6‘ficf“ent on ‘ fPo ’ * ^ scilsp- 

poetry aJoud naturalJv and read 

. dieulfy about the metre; y V’7 "■“'■id find n„ 

> ul,. ior harmonies which donnnrl r> ^ ^nghsh poetry ; but the 
sense-rhythm arid verse ditl'ereaL between 

honded on a first readMy. -' to be appr,. 

ior a bet'inner in nirfrp the-.' “ T ■ 

<he poet Coleridge, vvi II be found usef ^ ®'’'’’'’ 'V 

Sl^i s"£? in " >l™.f .wt’ 

nmbief si?"- JAriiat'" 

U- nn short to lonj? • 

One syllable Jongi'^nn^’shSt^wt’?^^^^ ’ 

Amphibrachys hastes with7s«eiy sWde?''' 

B. THE .S02sr.\ET 

As Avritten by^ShSs^are?^t^L"simS 

of four Jmes each, the lines rijYinino- nrf ^*P ^hrexj stanza,^; 

eouplet. Three sonnets by Keif g ,• ^ ^°"<^hidinp 

bhahespearean modeJ, viz., xxxv^/Lvxvi voJume are on the 
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Hie ttnid;ure of uie Italian sonnet is more ^bm^te. > It^^^ 
consists of two unequal parts: (a) the first, OT^octatve, of eight 
lines ; (6) the second, or sestet, of six lines, (a) In the first part" ’ 
there are two 8tan7.a3, in each of which the two xniddle linra 
rhyme together, and the two outside lines rhyme together ; .and 
the second stanza repeats the same rhymes as the first, t.e. the fi^v 
fourth, fifth, and eight lines rhyme together, and the second 
third, sixth, and seventh lines rhyme together. (6) In the sestet 
the first, second, and third lines rhyme severally with the fourth, 
fifth, and sixth (three rhymes), or the first, third, and fifth rhyme 
foeether, and the second, fourth, and sixth rhyme together' (two 

rhymes). 


:n 


r- 





St; 


These rules, observed by Petrarch and other Italian poets, have 
lieen followed in England — though with a good deal of freedom — 
by Milton, Wordsworth, and the majority of sonnet-writers. The 
division between octave and sestet is generally distinct. But 
wmetimes (as in xi.vi., xLvn.) three or even four rhymes are used 
in the octave instead of two, or the order of rhymes is departed 
frt)m (jis in cx.). In the sestet there is still greater freedom, the 
order of the rhymes varying much more often. The couplet end- 
ing, avoided by Milton, who only used it in one of his seventeen 
sonnets, is fairly common in Wordsworth (as in Lxxxix.). 
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